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DAY ONE
  
Troy Davis had just graduated from high school the year before and he was out for a jog, trying to get himself in some sort of decent shape before heading off to college in the fall. It was just past 10AM and he was half a mile from his house, jogging alongside the lake at the center of the housing complex where he’d lived with his parents for his entire life.
It was a jog he’d made many times over the years and he’d seen nothing but familiar faces along the way, mostly 50-something year-old friends of his parents working their way through their respective issues by trying to shed a couple extra pounds. He nodded to them all and they nodded back in the cordial manner of joggers everywhere, acknowledging each other but not wasting any precious breath by talking. All in all it was a completely unremarkable jog, with nothing out of the ordinary.
Until she came along.
Troy was less than two blocks from his house when he saw an unfamiliar figure heading towards him.
She was unlike any woman he’d ever seen. She was older than him by at least ten years—and possibly even more—but she had the body of 25 year old stripper. Rock-hard from head to toe, she had long legs, washboard abs, breasts that were large but not freakishly huge and way too perky to be real (which he actually loved) plus perfectly toned but not over-muscular arms. He couldn’t see her ass but he knew it would be tight enough to bounce coins off of, based on the rest of her body. She had an elegant, attractive face, with sharp lines, big brown eyes, a small nose, and full lips. Long, dark hair pulled back in a ponytail and tanned skin.
It was obvious from first glance that this was not some cute, soft woman out for a weekly jog. You don’t get a body like that without hours and hours in the gym every day. Especially not at her age. She had an edge, a hunger that needed to be constantly satiated. It was apparent in her eyes, which scanned Troy like a piece of meat as they approached each other.
Troy didn’t want to stare but he couldn’t look away. He was transfixed just as much by the way she carried herself as how she looked. She knew she was the shit, knew that all men stared at her, knew that they would dream of her every night for the rest of their lives. And not only did she know it but she loved it, soaking up the attention the way a sponge soaks up water. She was hot and untouchable and dismissive and still somehow inviting all at once.
In a word, she was perfect.
They were just about to pass each other when she flashed a seductive little smile at Troy. He quickly smiled back, trying not to be too goofy about it. He gave her a nod, which she returned, and continued with his jog, trying to play it cool.
A few strides later he turned around to catch one last glimpse of her and saw that she’d done the exact same thing at the exact same time. Realizing he’d been caught dead to rights he decided to play it up. So he turned and started jogging backwards, a big smile planted on his face.
She surprised him by doing the same thing, both of them jogging backwards and smiling while they got further and further away from each other.
His mind abuzz with possibilities, Troy had just started to turn back around and continue running normally when his heel caught in the pavement, spilling him onto his ass. He hit the ground and skidded backwards a bit, scraping his palm as he tried to break his fall. He finally came to a stop and just lay back on the cool cement, his face looking up towards the brilliant blue morning sky, trying to bite down on his embarrassment.
A couple of seconds later he heard the patter of insistent footsteps on the pavement. He realized they were growing closer to him. He looked over and saw the woman he’d just passed heading towards him. Her face was a mixture of horror and hilarity, like she knew she shouldn’t be laughing but couldn’t hold it in.
She stopped just above Troy, close enough that he could see her skimpy black panties under her loose running shorts. He felt an immediate stirring in his groin so he forced himself to tear his eyes from her legs and looked up the length of her tight body standing over him.
But that just made things worse. He closed his eyes and quickly sat up at the waist to hide the rapidly growing tent in his shorts.
“Oh my god, are you okay?” she asked in a strangely seductive, slightly raspy voice.
“Yeah, I’m fine,” Troy replied, opening his eyes to find that they were right at the same level as the front of her shorts. He quickly looked away but not before another jolt of electricity had shot down his spine. He dropped his hands to his waist to cover his now rock-hard cock. So far, she seemed oblivious to his horn-dog tendencies. But he knew if he stood up he wouldn’t be able to hide it any longer.
“Are you sure?” she said. “That looked like it hurt.”
“It did,” Troy said. “But it’s not that big of a deal.”
She covered her mouth with her hand to try to hide the little giggle escaping from her throat. She wasn’t successful. “Sorry, I know I shouldn’t be laughing, it’s just—”
“No problem,” Troy said, a smile playing on his lips. “It must have looked pretty damn funny.”
“Yeah, it kind of was,” she said. “Don’t get me wrong, it was horrifying to see you go down like that, but it was hilarious too.”
“I’m sure it was.”
She held out her hand and Troy instinctively reached for it before stopping himself. If he stood up now he’d be busted for sure. His excitement hadn’t abated one bit and it was showing in his pants. There was absolutely no way to hide it, not with the thin, flexible material of the running shorts he was wearing.
“Thanks, but I’m good,” he said. “I think I’ll just sit down here for a minute of two. Catch my breath.”
“Don’t be silly,” she said, reaching down and grabbing ahold of his hand before he could react. Her grip was powerful, far stronger than he would have figured. She was strong too, pulling him to his feet with ease.
They stood there for a moment, facing each other, their faces less than a foot apart, their eyes locked on each other. Troy was about to thank her for her help when she glanced down towards the massive bulge in his pants. Troy could feel the blood immediately rush to his face and he looked off into the distance, unsure of what to do.
“Ahhh, now I understand why you didn’t want to stand up,” she said, stifling a smile. Surprisingly, she didn’t seem upset. In fact, if anything, she sounded intrigued. But he figured that was nothing more than wishful thinking on his part.
Troy shrugged, embarrassed beyond all belief but knowing there was absolutely nothing he could do about it except play it out like it didn’t bother him.
Looking directly at him, not shying away at all, she said, “I don’t know why you’re so worried. From the looks of things you don’t have anything to be embarrassed about.” Her eyes flicked down towards his groin for a moment and she laughed under her breath. “Not at all.”
Troy cleared his throat, unsure of what to say or how to react. He was completely frozen by her comment. It was so far from what he was expecting to hear from her that he had no clue how to respond.
Before he could come up with anything she took matters into her own hands. Literally. Reaching down, she grabbed ahold of his cock and gave it a squeeze.
“Wow,” she said. “Very impressive.”
Troy swallowed hard, managed to squeak a meager “thanks” out of his mouth.
She flashed an amused grin in his direction. “A little shy, are we?”
“Not normally,” he said. “But right now? A little, yeah.”
“That’s too bad,” she said as she started walking backwards away from him.
“Why’s that?” Troy said.
“Because I’ve been pretty lonely lately,” she said, her smile growing wider as she moved further away from him. “And I could use a little company. Unless, of course, you’re too shy to hang out with me.”
“Oh, I think I can get over it.”
She tilted her head and raised her eyebrows. “Are you sure?”
“Positive” he said, displaying a boldness that he didn’t normally portray.
“Then follow me,” she said. She turned and jogged away.
Staring at her ass as she grew further away, Troy thought for a moment that he was dreaming. He was afraid to pinch himself in case he might wake up but figured it was better to find out now than later on, once things got closer to fruition. So he grabbed some skin above his arm and gave it a good squeeze and then a twist. There was a little pain but nothing else. He was definitely awake. He wondered what he’d done to deserve such good luck and decided not to think about it too much and just go with the flow. Laughing under his breath, he started after her.
It was difficult for Troy to run with his cock sticking straight out, so he tucked it up underneath his waistband. It didn’t help much, but it was enough for him to maintain a decent pace a good 30 yards behind the mystery woman.
And she was all woman, that was for sure. Her long, tan legs were so firm that they barely jiggled as her feet hit the pavement and her tight ass worked feverishly beneath her shorts. Troy was transfixed, his eyes locked onto her backside, unable to look at anything else.
He followed her halfway around the lake, his cock still hard from excitement, his heart beating from more than just physical exertion. She hadn’t looked back but once, early on, to make sure he was still following. Now, a good five minutes later, she suddenly sped up and took a quick right turn onto a side street.
Troy wasn’t sure if she was playing hard-to-get or testing his desire for her or just messing with him a little but he too sped up, not wanting to take any chances. He got around the house on the corner just as she took another quick right turn, cutting through an alleyway.
He kicked it into full speed, his feet pounding on the pavement as he flashed around the corner, only to find that she’d disappeared. He slammed to a stop, knowing that she hadn’t made it all the way to the end of the alley; there simply hadn’t been enough time.
He looked left, then right, then left again. There was no sign of her. But there were plenty of little nooks and crannies she could have been hiding in, so he started slowly down the alley, a big, goofy smile plastered on his face, a hunter seeking his prey.
Little did he know that he was the hunted.
Troy was three-quarters of the way to the end of the alley and hadn’t seen any sign of her. He was starting to wonder if something very different was going on here than he thought. Was it all just some kind of a game? Had she been leading him along for kicks? Or was this just her idea of foreplay?
He was right on the verge of letting his frustration get the best of him when he heard her voice coming from behind him.
“You’re not real good at hide and seek, are you?” she said in a playful voice.
Troy spun to find her standing right behind him, less than two feet away. “How did I miss you?”
She winked and flashed him a teasing smile. “I am a woman of many talents,” she said.
“I’m sure you are,” he replied, returning her grin.
“Care to experience a couple more of them?”
“I can’t wait.”
“Then come on,” she said, taking his hand in hers and leading him towards the garage to their right.
She went through the side door of the garage, his hand still in hers. The garage was pretty dark but he could see that it was a sea of open boxes. They were piled up on the floor, lining every wall. A few of the boxes were open at the top overflowing with various items, most of which looked to be of a sexual nature. Toys, dildos, vibrators, tubes, that sort of thing. A couple of strange-looking swing-like things hung limply from hooks on the walls. Wavy couches and lounge chairs designed for specific purposes sat idly in one corner. It was like a mini warehouse for an adults-only store.
Troy only had a moment to wonder what the hell he was getting himself into and then they were through the door connecting the garage with the house and into the kitchen.
“Do you want some water?” she asked, going into the fridge.
“That would be great,” he said, defaulting to courtesy to mask his sudden apprehension.
But it didn’t fool her.
“Is everything okay?” she asked as she brought him a bottle of water.
“Everything’s fine,” he said. “Great actually.”
“Are you sure? You seem a little . . . I don’t know, scared.”
“Not scared,” Troy said. “But I’m not going to lie. I’m a little uncomfortable.”
She took a long drink of her water, tilting her chin towards the ceiling and showing of her slender neck. “And why is that?”
He shrugged. “I don’t know, really. I guess it’s just that it’s one thing to talk about something . . .”
“But another thing to actually do it?” she finished.
“Something like that.”
“So you’re having second thoughts?”
“Not necessarily,” Troy said. “But . . . hell, I don’t know. It’s just weird, that’s all. I mean, this is the last position I thought I’d be in when I left the house today.”
“Is that a bad thing?” she asked, the little smile on her face betraying her amusement. She was clearing enjoying this.
“Of course not,” he said, laughing under his breath. “It’s a very good thing. But that doesn’t make it any less weird for me. Nothing like this has ever happened to me before. And it’s not something that I ever expected to happen.”
“Do you think this is what I had in mind for the morning?” she asked as she hopped up onto the counter. “To go find some young stud to bring back to my house and ravage?”
He stared at her legs, unable to take his eyes off them. “I don’t know. Was it?”
“Nope. It hadn’t even entered my mind. But then we had that little incident out there by the lake, and it all became clear. It’s like it was meant to be.”
“Meant to be, huh?”
“That’s right.”
“I don’t know about any of that.”
“What?” she said. “You don’t believe in fate? Providence? Anything like that?”
“Not really.”
She hopped down from the counter and started towards him. “Well, what about good luck? Do you believe in that?”
“In theory,” Troy said as she stopped directly in front of him, less than six inches away. “But I’m usually on the other end of the spectrum when it comes to luck.”
“Well not anymore,” she said, tracing her finger down his chest. “From where I’m standing, it looks like your luck has changed.”
“Is that right?”
She nodded and dropped down to her knees. Looking up at him, she said, “Unless, of course, you want me to leave your beautiful cock alone. Is that what you want?”
Troy gulped and shook his head.
“I didn’t think so,” she said as she pulled his pants and underwear down, exposing his still rock-hard cock. “Nope, I didn’t think so at all.”
“But I don’t even know your name,” Troy said softly, barely able to get the words out.
“What difference does that make?” she said, taking his cock in her hand.
Troy’s legs nearly buckled as she wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock. She bobbed on it a few times then pulled it from her mouth. Looking up at him she jerked him off, her little smile still present.
“So what do you think?” she asked. “Do you want me to stop?”
He shook his head quickly from side to side.
Laughing softly, she went back to work.
“Holy shit,” Troy said beneath his breath as she blew him, working his cock in a variety of ways, sucking on the tip for a bit, then taking it further into her mouth, then pulling it from her mouth and licking the shaft before sliding it back into her mouth again.
She was very skilled, constantly varying the pressure and the speed to keep his excitement up but not put him in danger of going over the edge. It was by far the best blowjob that he’d ever gotten; wet and sloppy, with constant eye contact and just enough variety to keep him constantly guessing. He could only imagine what other skills she had. He hoped he’d have the opportunity to find out first-hand.
One final furious flurry of activity and then she was climbing to her feet, her eyes full of excitement and her mouth still turned up in that little knowing smile she always seemed to be wearing. She leaned forward and stuck her tongue in his mouth and they explored each other’s tonsils for a few seconds before she broke it off.
“You like it when I suck your cock, don’t you?” she whispered in his ear while her hand ventured down his chest and grabbed ahold of his cock.
Troy nodded, his breath harsh, and his mind spinning.
“Do you want to see what else I can do?” she asked, still whispering. Her body was in tight with his, her breasts pressing on his chest.
He nodded again, unable to speak.
“Yeah, I bet you do,” she said as she started to play with his cock, slowly jerking it back and forth while she pulled her mouth back out of his ear and again locked her lips with his.
They made out for a short time, Troy trying to make sure his legs didn’t buckle and spill him to the ground. She was jerking him off while they made out, and for some reason this excited him even more than when she was sucking his cock. 
She broke off their kiss and grabbed a tighter hold of his cock and used it as a leash, pulling him out of the kitchen and towards the living room. He kicked off his shorts, which were clinging to one of his ankles, and went willingly with her.
He took in her body in its entirety as she led him forward, his earlier doubts completely erased by the thrill of the situation and his wildly-raging hormones. Here he was, being used as a fuck-toy by a random, incredibly gorgeous woman he’d seen for the first time only ten minutes ago! It was quite literally the stuff (wet) dreams were made of. There was no past, there was no future, no issues to be worked out, no reason to worry about what had come before or what might come after as a result of this. There was only the now. And it was thrilling beyond belief.
She led him to the couch, turned him around, and pushed him down onto the cushions. Then she took a step back and reached under t-shirt to undo her bra. It only took a second and then she was slipping out of it. She let it fall to the ground, leaving nothing in between the thin material of her t-shirt and her nipples, which were already poking out from behind the shirt.
Troy wanted desperately to see her breasts in all their glory, but she was too experienced to let the cat out of the bag right away. She obviously knew the tease was at least as important as the reveal, so she kept the shirt on. For now.
She blew him a kiss then turned around, showing off her long, luscious legs. Leaning over at the waist, her legs still taut, she slipped her shorts down her thighs, revealing black g-string panties framed by her rock-hard, impossibly perfect ass. She wiggled the shorts off and stepped out of them, then turned around to once again face Troy.
“Do you like what you see?” she said, her ever-present smile firmly affixed to her face.
He nodded.
“What’s the matter?” she said. “Cat got your tongue?”
“I don’t think it’s a cat,” he said, finally finding his voice.
She laughed and took a step towards him. She glanced down at his groin area and her smile grew a little wider.
He looked down and realized that he’s unknowingly wrapped his hand around his cock while she’d put on her little show. Embarrassed, he let go, bringing his hands up by his side.
“Don’t stop,” she said. “I like watching you play with yourself.”
“Really?”
“Of course,” she said. “All women dream of seeing someone jerking off to them. I’m no different. By all means, please continue.”
Troy bit down on his embarrassment and went back to work on his cock.
She returned the favor, rubbing her fingers over the top of her panties with one hand while working her breast under her shirt with the other.
Watching her play with herself turned him on even more, causing him to quicken his hand on his cock. She also increased her pace to match him, slipping her hand beneath her panties and going after her pussy with more vigor.
Troy continued jerking himself off as she slid her fingers out from behind her panties and brought them up to her mouth. And when she stuck her fingers in her mouth and licked them clean, one by one, he nearly came right there.
He forced himself to let go of his cock before it was too late. He took a couple of deep breaths and held them for a moment, allowing his excitement to wane just a bit. He scolded himself for nearly finishing up right there in his hand just from watching her.
Troy had never been so excited in his life. He wasn’t super experienced by any  means, but he’d slept with other girls before. And not a single one had ever acted even remotely like this. The confidence and swagger and directness of the woman before him (and she was all woman, no doubt about that) was disarming. Troy was lost at sea, under the influence of a force far greater than he, content to simply ride the waves of lust wherever they took him.
“I think we’ve had enough foreplay for today,” she said, walking forward until she was standing over him. Staring up the length of her body ramped up his excitement even further, just as it had earlier in the morning. “We don’t want you to be finished before we’ve even started, do we?”
He shook his head, his voice once again not working.
She wiggled out of her panties, revealing the lower half of her body in all its glory.
“You just sit back and relax,” she said. “I’ll do all the work.”
Troy nodded and concentrated on slowing his breathing as she climbed atop him, one leg on either side of his body as she straddled him. With her eyes fixed firmly on his, she grabbed ahold of his cock and slapped it against her pussy a couple of times, then held it upright while she positioned herself over it. She rubbed the outside of her pussylips with the tip of his cock for a few moments then dropped down onto it, engulfing his cock in her pussy.
A low moan escaped from his throat as he slid into her, his cock pushing all the way inside her with ease, her pussy soaking wet and slippery as hell.
He closed his eyes and bit down on his bottom lip, trying like crazy not to cum right there. She felt so incredible—so moist and warm and tight—that it took all his effort to hold out for just another second.
Sensing how close he was to orgasm, she didn’t waste any time taking things slow, instead riding him like a cowgirl right from the get-go. She bounced atop him, impaling herself on his cock while pounding her body on top of his, taking his entire length inside her as she expertly rode his cock from tip to base in fast, rhythmic thrusts. Her tits bounced behind her shirt, transfixing him. Wet slapping sounds filled the room whenever their bodies came together.
Both of them were breathing hard now, with almost identical grunts of subdued pleasure coming from their mouths. Troy had a look of near-despair on his face as he used every ounce of his energy to keep from cumming while she looked down on him with a hint of amusement, seemingly getting just as much enjoyment from his discomfort as his cock.  
Suddenly she leaned back, lifted her shirt from the bottom and pulled it off over her head, dropping it onto the floor. With her hands now on his thighs just above the knees, she lifted her chin towards the ceiling and arched her back, exposing the hollow of her neck and pushing her glorious breasts out even further.
It was just too much for Troy to resist. Hoping to stave off orgasm just a little while longer he reached out and placed his hands on her breasts. When she didn’t object he started to squeeze, feeling their firmness beneath.
A soft moan escaped from her mouth and she sat down on top of his cock and stayed there. Moving her body quickly forward and back, she grinded on his cock while it was still deep inside her, bringing about a new round of sensations to Troy’s body and taking him one step closer to orgasm.
He struggled against the inevitability of finishing by squeezing her breasts more tightly. But it was no use. He was simply too far along to hold out for very much longer. And when she leaned forward again and went back to bouncing on his cock it was all over.
“Holy shit,” he said under his breath, looking directly up into her eyes as she hovered over him, her hair covering half of her face.
“It’s okay,” she said, understanding instinctively exactly where he was at. “Just let it go.”
“Are you sure?” he managed to say.
“Positive,” she replied. “I want your cum inside me.” Her voice was a seductive whisper, full of certainty, brooking absolutely no doubt.
So Troy let himself go, relaxing and letting nature do its work. He uttered a wordless groan and a shiver ran through his body as he expelled his seed up into her warm pussy. She continued to work her body as he came, stopping only after she’d drawn every last drop of sperm from his cock
“I’m sorry,” Troy said as she climbed off him and sat down on the other side of the couch.
She seemed genuinely confused. “For what?”
“For, you know—”
“Not lasting very long?”
Troy nodded sheepishly.
She smiled, patted him on the cheek. “There’s nothing to be sorry for. You lasted longer than I expected you to considering the situation.”
“Really?” Troy didn’t know if he should be proud for exceeding her expectations or dismayed that the bar was set so long.
She nodded. “And don’t worry, I’m certain it’ll get better.” Her ever-present smile grew wider. “After all, practice makes perfect.”
He tilted his head slightly. “Wait a minute, are you saying what I think you’re saying?”
“I don’t know,” she said. “I guess that depends on what you think I’m saying. If you think I’m saying that this is going to be the first of many, many sessions over the next few weeks, then yes, I’m saying what you think I’m saying.”
Troy couldn’t contain the smile that was slowing spreading across his face.
“From the looks of you, I’d say you were thinking the same way I was,” she said.
“Not thinking, but certainly hoping,” he said.
“Well, your hopes have become a reality,” she said. “Unless, of course, you’ve got something—or someone, I should say—better to do.”
“Better?” Troy said. “Than you? Impossible.”
She laughed. “Good answer, good answer. I think this is going to be the start of something special.”
“I think so too.”
“Of course, I hope you understand that no other session is going to be as basic—or as quick—as this one. Think of what we just did as a ‘getting to know you’ session. Or a pop quiz, if you prefer.”
“Call it whatever you want, it doesn’t matter to me. As long as I passed.”
“You did, but barely. Call it a C minus. You need to do a lot more studying if you want to get an A.”
“I’ll do whatever it takes,” Troy said. “I’ve always been a good student.”
“I’m sure you have,” she said, standing up. “Now, about that whatever-it-takes comment; did you mean that?”
“Of course,” Troy said, raising his eyebrows in expectation. “Why?”
“Well, considering how early in the day it still is, I was hoping we could get a little more practice in.”
“Right now?”
“Sure,” she said with a shrug of her shoulders. “Why not?”
“I don’t know,” Troy said. “It’s just . . . we just finished up . . . and—” he broke off, not wanting to actually say the words.
“And what?” she said, not letting him off the hook.
He just looked at her, too embarrassed to continue on.
“There’s no need to be shy,” she said. “What we just did should facilitate communication, not inhibit it.”
He’d never thought of it that way. It certainly made sense; enough to allow him to spit it out, at least. “It’s just so soon afterwards,” he said. “I’m not sure I can get it up again so quickly.”
“Don’t worry about it,” she said, giving him a sly grin. “I’ll take care of that part.”
She stood up and held out her hand. After only a moment of hesitation, Troy took it. She led him across the room, towards a hallway on the other side of the stairs. Down the hall, past two closed doors and into the room at the end they went.
It was a bedroom. In the center of the room, against the far wall, was a California King bed with black silk sheets and somewhere around fifteen pillows piled up against the headboard.
“You like?” she asked, sitting him down on the bed.
He nodded. “I like very much.”
She pushed on his shoulders, forcing him to lie down. Then she spread his legs and slid her body up his until their faces were just inches apart, her body on top of his, her breasts pressing up against his chest, her pussy right about at his belly button. She ran one hand through his hair and traced the outline of his lips with the other one.
“So you’ve had trouble getting it up again quickly in the past, huh?” she said, talking softly, seductively, her eyes locked onto his.
“I don’t know that I’ve ever tried,” he said. “All the times I’ve done it before we were finished up shortly after I did.”
Laughing, she said, “Ah yes, young lovers and their fumbling around, never quite sure what they’re supposed to do, afraid to ask for what they want, always worried about the other persons feelings, about doing the wrong thing, about upsetting their partner. Luckily we don’t have any of those issues. Do you know why?”
Troy shook his head. He was completely under her power, too transfixed by her words to utter any of his own.
“Because I know exactly what I want and I’m not afraid to tell you what to do,” she said. “Not because I don’t care about your feelings, but because I know that communication is the key to understanding each other. And understanding each other is the key enjoying each other fully. Plus I know more about what you want than you do. Because how can you know what you want before you’ve experienced it?”
She seemed to be waiting for an answer so Troy obliged. “I’m guessing you can’t.”
“That’s exactly right, she said. “But lucky for you I’ve got more than enough experience for the both of us. So I can show you what you want, even if you don’t know you want it yet. Like right now. You want to touch me, right? To please me. To make me feel good.”
Troy nodded.
“But you’re not sure how to do it, are you?”
He shook his head.
“Because some girls like to be kissed, some like their breasts to be fondled, others like their nipples pinched. One likes their pussy rubbed, another their clit to be flicked, a third likes fingers inside her. And then how many fingers? One? Two? Three? Four? How is a man supposed to know what to do if they aren’t told? And how many people are comfortable enough to actually talk about such things?”
“None that I’ve been with,” Troy said, his heart beating against the walls of his chest and his breath coming more quickly as his excitement rose. To hear a woman—a gorgeous, naked woman who was lying on him, no less—talk like this was something he’d never thought could happen. So many mysteries being revealed, so many questions being answered, so many of his hidden fears being laid to waste; he could feel walls crumbling down inside him.
“Do you want to please me?” she asked.
“With everything I have.”
“Then kiss me.”
Troy lifted his head and pressed his lips against hers. His tongue darted inside her mouth, started exploring around, and hers did the same.
“Now let your hands explore,” she said, breaking off their kiss and bringing her mouth up to his ear just long enough to say the words before returning her lips to his.
So Troy did, running his hands over her head, through her hair, and down her back, eventually settling on her ass. He gave her cheeks a squeeze, one in each hand, feeling her tight ass beneath her smooth skin.
She broke off their kiss once again. “That’s a start,” she said. “Now turn me over so you’re on top.”
He did as he was told without thought, more than happy to be led along by her, not having to worry about making a mistake, about taking things too fast, about pushing too far.
“Now suck on my nipple,” she said, pushing down on the top of his head.
“With pleasure,” he said, sliding his body down and taking one of her nipples in his mouth and sucking on it like he was a baby getting fed. He could feel it hardening inside his mouth, giving him more to suck. The sounds of her excitement filled the room, spurring him on. Looking up at her he could see her eyes were closed and a look of pleasure was stamped on her face.
He sucked harder for a few seconds, then pulled back, letting his lips pull on her nipple for a moment for popping it out of his mouth.
She let out a blissful little yelp and followed that with another delighted moan as he took her other nipple in his mouth and gave it the same treatment.
After working on the other nipple for a bit she reached out and grabbed his arm at the wrist. He looked up at her expectantly, wondering if she wanted him to break it off but she shook her head.
“Keep doing what you’re doing,” she said as she pushed his hand down the length of her body. “I’m just adding another element into the mix.”  
Troy allowed her to guide his hand down until it was between her legs. Putting her hand on the outside of his, she pressed his hand against her pussy and rubbed it up and down.
She was soaking wet, her juices everywhere.
“Stick two fingers inside of me,” she said.
Troy did. They slid in without so much as a hint of resistance. He moved them back and forth against her, quickly picking up speed.
She grabbed his arm, stopping him. “Slower,” she said. “Don’t be so anxious. Build it up gradually.”
“Sorry,” Troy said.
“Don’t apologize,” she replied. “Don’t ever apologize. Just listen. And pay attention. And learn.”
“How do I know when to . . .”
“Go more quickly?” she said.
Troy nodded. He was still finding it difficult to talk openly about what they were doing. He wasn’t sure why, it was some sort of a mental block.
“I’ll tell you,” she said. “Eventually you’ll learn how to read it yourself, but for now, just listen and do what you’re told.”
So he did, slowing down a bit, getting in a rhythm, only speeding up when she told him to, eventually slipping another finger in at her request, following her every direction as accurately as he could, from depth to speed to positioning to what to do with his mouth, his tongue, his other hand.
Troy was surprised to find that her enjoyment was getting him off. The more she got into it the more he did too, and it didn’t take long before his cock was rock-hard once again, without her so much as touching it.
“See,” she said, reaching down and giving Troy’s cock a couple of strokes with her hand while he continued banging her. “I told you I’d take care of that part, didn’t I?”
Troy nodded, too busy to talk.
“Now let’s see you put it to good use again,” she said. She pulled his hand out of her pussy, stuck his index finger in her mouth, licked it clean, and popped it back out of her mouth.  “Do you think—” She popped his middle finger in her mouth and gave it the same treatment. “You can—” She paused in order to lick his ring finger clean too. “Do that?”
Troy swallowed hard and again nodded. He knew that eventually he’d have to get over the embarrassment of talking during sex but for now he was going to stick with what was comfortable.
She slid up and away from him. Still on her back, she spread her legs and beckoned him over. “Then come over here and stick that giant cock inside me.”
Troy didn’t need to be told twice. He practically jumped atop her, so anxious was he to fuck her pussy again. Grabbing his cock in his hand he slid it inside her and started to move quickly against her.
“Ah, ah, ah,” she said, her hand on his chest to halt his progress. “Slowly, just like with your fingers. Take your time. There’s no need to rush. It’s not a race.”
He started to apologize again but she cut him off by covering his mouth with her hand.
“I told you before, no apologies. You don’t have anything to be sorry about. This is a learning process. Nobody gets it right the first time. Okay?”
Troy nodded.
“I want to hear you say it,” she said. “I want to be sure you understand.”
“Okay,” he said quickly, wanting to get it over with. His cock felt like it was going to burst through his skin. “I understand.”
“Slowly,” she said, drawing the word out.
Troy dropped his gaze for a moment. With his cock still inside her, he took a deep breath to gather himself, then looked back up at her gorgeous face. “Okay,” he said, far more calmly this time. “I understand.”
“Then prove it,” she said.
He leaned in and starting kissing her. While moving his lower half very slowly inside her, Troy explored her mouth with his tongue.
As she returned his kiss Troy found himself moving slightly more quickly, still taking his time as much as possible, but unable to completely contain his excitement.
“That’s it,” she said, pulling her mouth off of his. They were face-to-face, their noses practically touching. “There you go. Right there, baby. Right there.”
Her encouragement didn’t help him stay calm. In fact it got him more excited, causing him to move faster against her. Which he was starting to think was her purpose all along, as the more quickly he moved against her the more she talked, which just got him going even faster, to which she replied by talking even more. She had to know what she was doing to him.
“Give it to me,” she said, her voice louder now, more intense, pushing him further and faster with every word. “Fuck me with the big cock of yours. That’s right. Like you mean it. Yes! Yes! Yes!”
Troy was giving it to her with everything he had now, his cock slamming into her pussy with every bit of force he could muster.
“God-dammit!” she screamed, losing herself for the first time. “That feels so fucking good! Fuck, fuck, fuck! I’m gonna fucking cum, don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t fucking stop!”
He couldn’t stop, not now. It felt too damn good to even think about slowing down, let alone stopping. And her being so into it just turned him on even further. Right about now Troy was a speeding train that had lost all its brakes. There was only one thing that could end his ride. The end of the line.
They got there at almost exactly the same time, her body shaking and shimmying beneath him just as he tensed up in anticipation of finishing up for good. Her gyrations put him over the edge, causing him to shoot his seed inside her without the usual extended moment of anticipation before release.
“Not bad,” she said between large gulps of air after they’d stopped moving against each other. “Not bad at all.”
Smiling, Troy climbed off of her and dropped onto the covers next to her. He was proud of himself. He wasn’t sure exactly why, but he felt good nonetheless. Far different than the guilt he usually felt after orgasm.
She turned on her side and looked over at him. “You did good, kid. Surprisingly good, actually.”
“Thanks,” he said, feeling his face growing red. He was never very good at taking compliments.
“So what do you say? Should we try this again tomorrow. Say, around noon?”
“I can probably do that,” he said. “But I need to know one thing before I commit to anything.”
“Just one?”
“For now.”
“Then fire away,” she said.
“What’s your name?”
She looked at him and smiled. “Adriana.”
Troy nodded approvingly. The name fit her perfectly. “Pleased to meet you, Adriana. I’m Troy.”
“I know,” Adriana said.
“You do?”
“Of course,” she said. “Do you think I’d just bring home a stranger to fuck?”
“Well, I . . .” Troy stammered.
“I’ve had my eye on you for a while, Troy T. Davis. Quite a while, indeed. Of course, if I would have known how big that hand cannon you keep beneath your pants was, I would have manufactured our little collision quite a bit sooner.”
He tilted his head and eyed her carefully. “You planned this whole thing out?”
“More or less,” she said. “This morning was supposed to be the first of many accidental occurrences that would have inevitably led to the same situation that played out here today, but lucky for me things turned out differently than I had planned, so I sped up the process a bit.”
“How’d you know I go along with it?”
“Please,” she said with a smirk. “What young man wouldn’t take the opportunity I was affording him? Anyone you know?”
He had to admit, she had him there. “No, I guess not,” he said with a little chuckle.
“Of course they wouldn’t,” Adriana said. “Just as none would pass up the chance to continue the affair.”
“You’re that confident I’ll keep on coming over, huh?”
“Absolutely,” she said. “Especially once you’ve had a night to think about where we’re going to go from here.”
“You mean it gets better?”
“Well it sure as hell isn’t going to get worse. Not with what I’ve got planned.”
“And what is that, exactly?”
“You’ll just have to come back to find out,” Adriana said. “But let’s just say that today was just the tip of the iceberg. I’ve got a thousand little tricks I can teach you, if you’ll just give me the chance.”
“Like what?” he asked. “Just give me one example.”
Smiling, she leaned over and starting whispering in his ear. Just a couple sentences, but they were enough to make his cock stir around, even though they hadn’t been done for more than minute.
He laughed and shook his head. “Who in their right mind would pass up something like that?”
“Who indeed?” Adriana said.
“Certainly not me,” Troy said.
“So I’ll see you again tomorrow?”
“Do we have to wait that long?” he said, half-jokingly.
“Unfortunately I already have plans for the rest of the day,” she said. “Otherwise we could hang out and screw around until night fell. But as it is, I’m already running late, so I’m going to have to call an end to day one of your education.”
“That’s too bad.”
“Not necessarily,” Adriana said. “You can actually make it work to your advantage if you go home and do a little homework tonight.”
“What kind of homework?”
“Just a bit of studying.”
“What?”
“Positions. Things you’d like to do to me. Things you’d like me to do to you. Tomorrow we’re going to see how you react when you have control.”
Troy’s face started to flush.
“But first you need to figure out how to get over your embarrassment,” she said. “Because I’m certainly not going to start mincing my words. If anything, I’m going to get more blatant, more bold as we go along. And I expect you to also. Do you think you can handle that?”
“I can sure try.”
“That’s not good enough,” Adriana said. “You need to figure it out. And right quick. Otherwise you might end up paying the price.”
“And what price is that?”
“You don’t want to know,” she said, flashing him an evil smile. “Of  course, after you experience it, you might like it. After all, like I said earlier, it truly is impossible to know if you like something until you try it. And I seem to have a way of making people like it, no matter how much they think they won’t. I can make pretty much anything feel good.”
“I have no doubt about that,” Troy said.
“All right, that’s enough chit-chat,” Adriana said, giving him a little peck on the cheek before climbing up and out of the bed. “I’ve got to get out of here. You can show yourself out I presume?”
“Not a problem.”
“And I’ll see you tomorrow?”
“I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” Troy said.
“I knew you wouldn’t,” Adriana replied, looking over her shoulder and flashing him a smile as she made her way into the bathroom. “I’ll be expecting you around noon.”
“I’ll see you then,” he said, rolling out of bed himself. He made his way downstairs, gathered up his clothes, and put them on. With the sound of the shower filling the house he looked around one last time, laughed softly, then shook his head and made his way out the back door.
Troy started jogging back towards his house, feeling a thousand things at once, and not one of them bad. He had a big smile on his face. For once he had homework that he was looking forward to doing. Life was good. And it was about to get even better. A whole lot better.
He couldn’t wait for day two.
 
#####
 
DAY TWO
  
Troy stood at Adriana’s front door at precisely noon, his cock already hard just from thinking about what was waiting for him inside the house.
The previous 24 hours had been the longest of his life; from the moment he’d left Adriana’s house the day before he’d been thinking about her. Shortly after arriving home he’d gone into his bedroom and immediately started playing with himself. His cock was caked with her juices and all it took was a little bit of spit on his hand and his cock was slick as hell within seconds.
Eyes closed, his mind focused on reliving what they’d just done together, Troy jerked off. He could picture Adriana in his mind’s eye with ease; the dark black hair cascading down, framing her gorgeous face, that tanned skin, those insane tits, her ridiculously long and sculptured legs. And her wet, perfect little pussy. That  most of all.
It hadn’t taken him long to cum, squirting his seed all over his bed sheets no more than a minute after starting. Including his time with Adriana he’d cum three times already on the day and he was sure there were a few more to go. He just had to make sure he saved some juice for the day after. According to Adriana it was only going to get better as they went on.
This anticipation was what fueled his cock on this, the second day of his sexual education. He had no idea what to expect from Adriana but had to think it was going to be even crazier than the day before, which had been pretty crazy indeed.
Troy rang the doorbell and took a step back. He could feel a big, stupid smile on his face but he didn’t even bother trying to wipe it off. He knew it wouldn’t be going anywhere no matter what. He was just too happy.
Adriana answered the door in a tiny little black dress that not only took Troy’s breath away, but simultaneously made him feel spectacularly underdressed in his collared shirt and khaki shorts. He could only stand and stare at her.
The dress played up Adriana’s sexiness to the max; her tits were spilling out, her legs seemed to go on forever, and the 3-inch heels she wore nearly brought her up to Troy’s height. With her silky dark hair flowing down over shoulders and the not-very-subtle makeup job she looked totally different than she had the day before. Just as hot, only in a slightly different way. Less elegant and more slutty.
“So what do you think?” Adriana asked, spinning in place so Troy could get a good look at her ass.
“I think I’m gonna cream my pants right here and now,” he said.
Laughing, Adriana took his hand and ushered him in. She led him past the couch and towards the stairs, looking back to flash him a smile every once in a while.
Troy’s eyes were locked onto Adriana’s ass working beneath her skimpy little dress as she made her way up the stairs ahead of him. It was all he could do to keep himself from reaching out and grabbing her ass cheeks. Or sticking his head between them. They were that inviting.
Once they reached the top of the stairs, she led him down the hall, stopping at the first door on the right. Opening the door, she ushered him inside the room.
It was an enormous master bedroom, complete with couches and a lounge chair surrounding a large-scaled entertainment system that included an 80-inch flatscreen and floor speakers that were almost as big as he was. Next to the TV was a fully stocked bar. On the other side of the room was a huge bathroom with a double-headed shower and a jacuzzi tub. A king-sized bed sat in the corner, buffered by a pair of dressers.
“So what’s on tap for today?” Troy asked after taking it all in.
“Today I’m going to get a taste of your overall abilities,” Adriana said. “Sort of a baseline test, to see where you need improvement. The first part will be a questionnaire.”
“Sounds like fun,” Troy said sarcastically.
“It’s not designed to be,” she said. “But it will be informative for me. And don’t worry, the second part will be more hands-on. But that will come later. For now, follow me.”
Adriana turned and headed towards the entertainment area. Troy followed like a dog at heel. He would follow that ass anywhere without any hesitation.
When they arrived at the other side of the room Adriana motioned towards the couch. “Lie down and make yourself comfortable.” She pointed at the side opposite the lounge chair, where a pillow was sitting. “Put your head over there.”
Troy did as he was told. The couch was dark leather and plush. Soft as hell. As was the pillow. He got comfortable quite easily.
Adriana walked over towards the entertainment center. She pulled a clipboard and a ball-point pen off one of the shelves, then picked up a pair of black-rimmed glasses and put them on. When she turned to face Troy again, his heart fluttered in his chest and his cock got a little bit harder.
Adriana saw the look on his face and smiled. “You like the glasses, huh?”
Troy nodded vigorously.
“Yeah, most guys do. That whole slutty librarian thing.”
“Exactly,” Troy said.
She walked back towards him and sat down in the lounge chair down by his feet. Adriana crossed her legs, forcing her skirt to ride up her leg, drawing his attention. He could almost see up her skirt. Almost, but not quite.
A few seconds later Troy realized that Adriana was watching him watch her. He lifted his head slightly, pausing just for a moment at her glorious tits—which were hanging out of her dress even more because of the position she was in—and settled in on her face. Once their eyes were once again locked, she resumed talking.
“As I was saying earlier,” she continued, “Based on yesterday, we know some of your general strengths and weaknesses. First of all, you have a very nice cock. Big but not too huge, plus it gets real hard, which is always a bonus. Second, you know how to use it. You’re not a pro by any means but you’re not an amateur either. Third, you can go multiple times in one day, which is always nice. And even nicer still is the fact that you don’t need a whole lot of time in between sessions before you’re ready to go. Also, you seem to actually be a pretty nice guy, which is great, and even though you’re a little shy, you’re not scared. All in all a pretty damn good place to start. As for areas that need general improvement: Stamina, for one. Confidence for another. And I’m sure we’ll have to make you more adventurous in bed. But those will come in time. What I need to find out today is some more specific things.”
“Like what?”
“Well, for example, how well do you eat pussy?”
“Are you asking me?”
Adriana nodded.
Troy shrugged. “I don’t really know. I’ve done it a couple of times, and the feedback I got was pretty good, but I doubt if the girls I was doing it too really knew the difference between good and bad head. I think they were just excited to have someone that was willing to do that to them.”
“Was it your idea or theirs?”
“It was mine with one, the other was theirs.”
“Did you like it?”
Troy’s face went red.
“Don’t be embarrassed,” Adriana said. “Just answer it truthfully.”
“Actually I kind of did,” Troy said. “It wasn’t my absolute favorite thing to do, but it was pretty fun.”
“Trust me, that’s a good thing,” Adriana said. “There is a serious dearth of men who eat good pussy, and even fewer that actually enjoy it. But as long as you enjoy it, I can teach you how to do it properly.”
For some reason this made Troy blush even more.
“Moving on,” Adriana said. “Answer quickly, without thinking too much. And don’t worry about what this means, I’m just trying to get an idea of what you have and haven’t done. So I know where we stand.”
“Okay.”
“Good, then let’s get started. Ready?”
“Yes.”
“Have you ever licked someone’s asshole.”
Troy shook his head, his embarrassment deepening. But Adriana didn’t seem to notice. And if she did notice she didn’t dwell on it. She simply made a mark on the paper attached to the clipboard and moved on.
“Ever had your asshole licked?” she asked, her eyes looking up from the clipboard for a moment to read his expression.
He shook his head again.
“Given anal sex?”
“No.”
“Wanted to?”
A pause, then Troy answered, “Yes.”
Adriana wrote something down.
“Received anal sex?”
“No.”
“Wanted to?”
“Not particularly.”
Again she paused, perhaps lending more credence to his not-so adamant denial than he’d meant to convey. But he didn’t have time to elaborate. Adriana was asking the questions more quickly now, rapid-fire style, which lessened Troy’s sense of embarrassment considerably despite the nature of the questions but didn’t leave any room for discussion.
“Have you ever stuck your finger in someone’s asshole?” she asked.
“No.”
“Had someone stick their finger in your asshole?”
“No.”
“Does that make you uncomfortable to think about a girl playing with your asshole?”
“A little bit.”
“Why? Because it seems gay to you?”
“Not really,” he said. “It’s just something  that doesn’t seem like it would feel very good.”
“I see,” Adriana said, writing this down. Then, looking up at him, she asked: “What if you were assured that it did. Would you be open to trying it then?”
He shrugged. “Sure. I guess.”
Adriana made another note on her clipboard. 
“Double-teamed a girl.”
“No.”
“Been with two or more girls at the same time.”
“No.”
“Have you ever peed on a girl?”
“No.”
“Wanted to?”
Troy laughed softly and shook his head. “No.” He noticed Adriana was no longer even looking at her clipboard. Her eyes were locked onto his face.
“Ever had your balls sucked on?”
“Yes.”
“Did you enjoy it?”
“Yes. Very much.”
“What about deepthroated?”
“No.”
“Wanted to?”
“Yes.”
“Have you ever tied a girl up?”
“No.”
“Wanted to?”
“Yes.”
“Been tied up?”
“No.”
“Wanted to?”
A minor hesitation, then, “Yes.”
“Interesting,” Adriana said. “Just a few more and we’ll be done. For now, at least.”
Troy nodded in understanding.
“Before yesterday, how many girls had you fucked?”
“Seven.”
“How many did you cum inside?”
“Five.”
“On their stomach or tits?”
“Three.”
“On their face?”
“None.”
“Did you want to?”
“Yes.”
“What about in their mouth?”
“None.”
“Did you want to?”
“Yes.”
“Did you titty-fuck any of them?”
“No.”
“Did you want to?”
“A couple them, yes.”
“Did any of them ever sit on your face?”
“No.”
“Did you want any of them to?”
“It never crossed my mind.”
“Is that something you’d object to?”
Troy paused as he thought about it for a moment. “No.”
“Did you ever get rough with any of them?”
“No.”
“Did you want to?”
“Yes. With a couple of them.”
“How many?”
“Two. No, make that three.”
“Did any of them ever get rough with you?”
“No. But one liked to take charge.”
“Did you like that?”
“Yes. Sometimes, at least.”
“Have you ever fucked a stranger?”
“No.”
“Have you ever wanted to?”
“Yes.”
“Well, that’s about it,” Adriana said, setting the clipboard and pen on her lap. “One last question and then we’re done.”
“Okay.”
“Was this awkward for you?”
“A little at first. But by the end, no.”
“That’s good to hear,” Adriana said. She set the clipboard on the stand next to her chair and started to take off the glasses.
“Do you mind keeping those on?” Troy asked.
“You like them that much, huh?”
He nodded.
“Do you want me to suck your cock with them on?”
He nodded more vigorously.
Adriana laughed. “Okay, but first you have to do something for me.”
“Anything.”
“You said you’ve eaten pussy a couple times before, right?”
“Yeah.”
“And that you thought you were pretty good at it.”
“That’s what I was told.”
“But more importantly, you enjoyed it, right?”
“That’s right.”
“Then come on over here and show me what you’ve got,” Adriana said, pulling the bottom half of her dress up over her waist and spreading her legs. She wasn’t wearing any panties. Her pussy was smooth, recently shaved. And glistening. Apparently the questions had excited her as much as they had excited Troy.
He practically leapt off the couch and was on his knees in front of Adriana within seconds. He looked up at her expectantly, awaiting instructions.
“This is all you,” Adriana said. “I’m not going to give you any direction. I want to see what kind of skills you have.”
Troy nodded, then took a deep breath, grabbed ahold of her thighs, spread them slightly and pressed his face between her legs. He went to work on her shaved, incredibly smooth pussy, starting off slowly, licking the outside of her pussy lips, tasting her tangy sweetness on the tip of his tongue.
He glanced up to see how she was reacting and saw her looking down at him, watching him carefully, a little smile perched on her lips. She definitely looked happy but not ecstatic, so he figured he needed to turn things up a notch bit. Returning his attention back to her pussy, he changed his approach.
Troy stuck his tongue out and ran it up her pussy, starting at the bottom of her snatch and slowly moving it up to the top, lapping at it like a kitten drinking milk. Adriana started to moan softly so he increased his speed, licking more quickly now, his rigid tongue slipping deeper and deeper into her silky smooth insides with every pass.
He ventured another glance up and saw that Adriana’s eyes were closed and her head turned slightly towards the ceiling. The look on her face plus the increased sounds of pleasure coming from her mouth excited Troy. He could feel his cock pressing painfully against his pants. He was enjoying this more than he’d ever thought possible.
Adriana’s juices were gushing, drenching Troy’s face, inciting him further. Feeling adventurous, Troy grabbed Adriana’s legs, pushed them back further, giving him better access to her pussy. Then he took a deep breath and buried his head in between Adriana’s legs, smashing his face up against her flesh, forcing his tongue deeper inside her dripping wet pussy.
Adriana let out an excited little yelp, followed by a deep, pleasurable groan. Troy shook his head back and forth quickly, further covering his face in her juices. He backed off for just a second to catch his breath.
He looked up at Adriana and saw that she had pulled her dress down, exposing her glorious tits, and was groping them with both her hands. Happy and proud and excited all at the same time, he dove back between her legs once again.
“Holy fuck,” Adriana moaned as Troy went back to work on her pussy, digging his tongue in as deep as he could get it. “Right there, Troy. Right fucking there.”
Adriana grabbed the back of Troy’s head with both hands and pulled him further up inside her, holding his face up against her flesh, her pussy opening up even more, allowing him deeper access to her insides.
Troy breathed Adriana in, her wet, musky, tangy sweetness his only nourishment while she moved her body against his face, sliding her pussy up and down on his rigid tongue, riding his face, her legs quivering as she approached orgasm.
And then she was there, her body tensing up for a moment before relaxing, an intense moan coming from her mouth as her pussy juices flowed out of her, soaking Troy even further.
Adriana released his head, allowing him to breathe properly. He did so in gasping breaths, a big smile on his face while he looked up at Adriana, her nipples hard and her tits glistening with sweat as her chest heaved. Her hair was messed up and it hung down over her face, covering half of it. Her eyes were locked on his and her mouth was turned up in a satisfied smile.
“Well, what did you think?” Troy asked, his own grin threatening to split his face in two.
“I have to admit, I’m pleasantly surprised,” Adriana said. “You were pretty damn good down there. A hell of a lot better than most men. And even some women.”
“Thanks,” Troy replied, starting to blush once again.
Adriana laughed. “Still embarrassed, huh?”
“Not by what I did,” Troy said. “But hearing it come from your mouth. For some reason that still has a strange effect on me.”
“Don’t fret it,” Adriana said. “I think it’s cute.”
This just caused Troy to blush even more, which made Adriana laugh louder.
“You did that on purpose, didn’t you?” Troy said.
“What? Tried to embarrass you more?”
He nodded.
Adriana shrugged. Her smirk was predatory. “Maybe just a little. But enough talk. It’s time to repay your generosity.”
She climbed out of the chair and helped Troy to his feet, then spun him around and dropped him down into the spot she’d just been in.
With her skimpy little dress still bundled around her waist and the black-rimmed glasses still on her face, Adriana bent over, undid Troy’s belt, opened up his fly, and pulled his pants off, revealing his rock-hard cock.
Adriana smiled. “Eating me out turned you on that much?”
Troy nodded.
She reached down and wrapped her hand around his cock. Laughing, she said, “It’s hard enough to hammer nails into a two-by-four.”
“Yeah, but I don’t know for how long,” Troy said.
“You’re that close to being done already?”
Troy nodded sheepishly.
“Wow, you really do enjoy eating pussy. I’ve never seen anything like it. At least, not from a man.”
“Sorry about that.”
“Don’t be sorry,” Adriana said. “Not at all. There’s absolutely nothing wrong with it.”  
“Okay,” Troy said. “If you say so.” But he didn’t sound like he believed her.
“I’m serious,” Adriana said. “It’s a good thing. A very good thing. Trust me.”
“I believe you.”
With her hand still wrapped around his shaft, Adriana dropped down to her knees. Looking up at him from behind his cock, she said, “We’ll just take care of this real quick and then move on. We’ve got all day to play around.”
And with that, Adriana took the tip of his cock in her mouth.
Troy moaned and took in a sharp breath, then let it out slowly. It was all he could do to not cum right then and there.
Adriana understood his situation and didn’t waste any time, her lips moving up and down on his cock in tandem with her hand, both working in unison, establishing a perfect rhythm, knowing that it was pointless trying to prolong things and just making it as pleasurable as possible for Troy in the short time he had before he shot his load.
Moving quickly, Adriana was taking his cock halfway down before bouncing back up again, her hand following right behind her mouth, using the saliva she produced to jerk him off while she sucked his cock. Wet, slurping sounds filled the room as she moved faster and faster, taking him deeper and deeper in her mouth, maintaining eye contact the entire time, her eyes behind the glasses locked on his.
Troy gripped the sides of the chair and held his breath, but it was no use. He was no longer able to prolong the inevitable. He muttered, “Shit, shit, shit,” and shifted in the chair so he was leaning forward just a bit, holding on as much as possible, trying to extract every last millisecond out of the experience before cumming.
Even though he was right on the edge, Adriana didn’t slow down. She continued going after his cock with the same speed and intensity, even as his body tensed up in preparation of orgasm.
“Holy shit,” Troy said, trying to give Adriana one last chance to get out of the way before he came.
But Troy didn’t have to worry. Adriana knew exactly what she was doing. She kept on blowing him right up until the point where he started to cum, popping her mouth off his cock just as the first veins of white semen came shooting out of the tip of his cock.
She continued jerking him off as he came, aiming his cock at her chest, taking Troy’s seed all over her tits as his body shuddered beneath her.
Adriana jerked him off to completion, then slapped his cock against her tits a couple of times to make sure it was completely empty before letting go of it.
Troy closed his eyes and shook his head quickly from side to side then took a deep breath before opening them again. Adriana was still sitting there on the floor, a big smile on her face, his semen snaking it’s way down her chest and towards her stomach, leaving little snail trails in their wake.
Troy watched as she rubbed his cum into her skin, all over her tits, on top of her nipples, which were still hard. He wasn’t exactly sure why but watching her play with his cum was strangely exciting, which made him realize that even though he’d just came a minute or so ago his dick was still sticking straight-up, as hard as it had been when they first started.
Adriana noticed it too, nodding in the direction of his cock.
“Does it always stay hard like that?”
Troy shook his head. “It never has before.”
“Do you think you can keep it up?”
“I have no idea.”
“Well, there’s only one way to find out,” Adriana said, climbing to her feet and then onto the chair.
Before Troy realized what was happening, Adriana was straddling him, one leg on each side of his body, her knees and shins lying against the cushion, her ass pressing back against his cock as she sat on his lap.
“I don’t think this is a good idea,” Troy said.
“Why not?” she replied, lifting her body up and grabbing ahold of his cock. “Have you done something like this before?”
“No, but—”
“Then how do you know?” Adriana said as she pressed the tip of his cock against her pussy but didn’t slide it in. “It might be the best idea ever. Let’s find out.”
And with that, Adriana dropped her body onto Troy’s, her pussy engulfing his cock as it slipped inside her.
“Ho-ly fuck,” Troy said, drawing the words out between deep breaths.
“It feels that good, huh?” Adriana said, smiling like a shark.
Troy just nodded because he couldn’t talk.
It was good, very good. But it was strange too. Different than anything he’d experienced before. Because it was so soon after he’d just finished, his cock was extremely sensitive, far more so than normal. So even though it was still hard it was also very tender.
So far, Adriana was taking it slow and gentle, but even so, he was right on the edge between pleasure and pain. Every little movement made him wince just a bit, and when she bottomed out, her pussy pressing up against his balls, he had to bite his bottom lip to keep from crying out.
Adriana saw his predicament and took it easy on Troy, staying on top of him with his cock all the way inside of her, not moving at all except to lean forward and stick her tongue in his mouth.
Grateful for the temporary reprieve, Troy explored the inside of her mouth with his tongue, the pure bliss of making out with Adriana taking his mind off the precarious position his cock was in.
Once he had himself back under control, he slid his hands under Adriana’s ass, spread her cheeks, and lifted up slightly, signaling to her that it was okay to start riding him again.
She took his cue and ran with it, bouncing up and down on his cock; slowly at first but quickly picking up speed until she was riding him like a cowgirl, forcing his hands out from under her ass because she was hammering him so aggressively.
Troy’s cock was as hard as ever, having not lost once iota of stiffness since they’d started. It was still more sensitive than usual, but not painfully so. His cock felt like it was on the verge of cumming, when the rest of his body was telling him he was still pretty far away from orgasm. It was strange, and different and wonderful. Yet another new experience brought to him by this gorgeous woman sitting atop him.
His hands were getting lonely, so he slid them up her belly and slipped them under her tits, holding them in the palms of his hands. She leaned back, showing him the hollow of her neck and accentuating her tits by pushing them out even further.
With his hands still groping her tits, Troy straightened his arms, forcing her back even more, changing the angle of his cock just a bit. He got his hips into the act, bouncing them up as she bottomed out on his cock, giving his cock deeper access to the inside of her.
The low sounds of their grunts and hard breathing combined with the slapping of their bodies together and the sloshing of their juices to create a cacophony of sound that was music to Troy’s ears. A symphony of sex.
Adriana grabbed his wrists and pulled them off her tits then leaned forward once again, even farther this time, pinning his wrists to the chair next to his head. Holding them in place, staring right down at him with an intense look, her body positioned so it seemed like she was hovering over him, Adriana slammed her body down on his, riding Troy’s cock from tip to base, picking up speed with every pass.
Adriana was moving so aggressively against Troy now that she could no longer maintain her balance, so she released his wrists and transferred her hands to his chest, pressing down on him with her palms, giving herself more leverage as she pummeled him, impaling herself on his cock.
She was hammering away at him, her body slamming down upon his, every thrust forcing his cock deeper and deeper inside her. She looked like a woman possessed, hair bouncing everywhere, covering up half her face, eyes boring down on him, her head tilted slightly to the side, her features screwed up in a mask of concentration.
From the look on Adriana’s face it was obvious she wanted something from him and she wasn’t going to slow down until she had it.
Luckily for Troy she wasn’t far away; he didn’t know how much more he could take of her hammering away at him like this.
A couple of deep, guttural growls and then Adriana had one of her hands around his throat, lightly choking him as she rose towards orgasm.
Once Troy got over the shock of Adriana taking control over him like that, her hand around his throat had a surprising effect. He’d never had a woman take things to such a level, had never even considered the possibility of it, actually, but he quickly realized that he liked it. A lot.
He wasn’t sure exactly what it was that got him so excited—Adriana taking charge, the slightly painful sensation, the sheer filthiness of it, the taboos it broke, or something else entirely—but it instantly took him right to the edge of orgasm. Where just seconds earlier he felt as though he could last for hours before cumming, now he was holding on for dear life, once again trying to extract just a few more seconds of pleasure before it all came crashing down.
Adriana, being the attentive, experienced woman that she was, instantly recognized the effect of her hand around his throat, so she squeezed a little harder, her trademarked evil little smile making it’s way onto her face while she continued slamming down on him.
The increased pressure led to increased excitement for Troy and he knew he was a few heartbeats away from cumming now. And from the look on Adriana’s face, she was too. So Troy did everything he could to get her there at the same time he did.
He put all his energy into lifting his hips upwards into her, trying to match her intensity with his own, giving it absolutely everything he could with every thrust. And it seemed to work, as Adriana bit down on her bottom lip and let out a deep, guttural groan at the same time Troy’s seed came shooting up out of his cock and deep into Adriana’s pussy.
She bounced on top of him one last time, then stayed down, wrapping her arms around the back of his head and pulling him in towards her and holding him tightly against her while she grinded her hips against his groin in a back-and-forth motion a couple more times before finally shuddering one last time and then falling still.
Adriana pulled his head back and rested her forehead on his.
“Wow,” she said. “Color me impressed.”
Smiling, Troy said, “Not too bad, huh?”
“Not bad at all,” she said. “You’re much further along that I expected you to be. Are you sure you’re not some closet gigolo or something?”
“Not that I know of.”
“Then you must just be a natural. I’d heard my girlfriends whisper about them but have never come across one before. I always thought they were just a myth.”
Adriana climbed off him and lied down, her back on the carpet. She patted the spot next to her and Troy climbed off the chair and lied down by her side.
“Well,” she said. “How are you liking things so far?”
“I’m loving them,” Troy said. “And you. There’s only thing that’s bothering me a little.”
“What’s that?”
Troy paused for a moment then, said, “I know I probably shouldn’t be asking this question, but I just can’t let it go. It’s been on my mind since I left your house yesterday.”
“You’re wondering why I’m doing this, right?”
Troy nodded.
Adriana smiled. “Come with me to the shower and I’ll tell you a little story on the way.”
“Sounds good,” Troy said. He stood up and offered his hand to Adriana. She took it and he helped her up. Walking side-by-side, they made their way towards the bathroom on the other side of the room.
“I want to tell you about a young woman about your age who absolutely loved sex,” Adriana said. “She loved the feel of it, the excitement, the sheer pleasure of penetration. For a couple of years she had taken care of all her needs herself; she had been raised to think that sex was a shameful thing, and was afraid to venture out into the real world and find a man to pleasure her. But eventually her needs trumped her fears and she began to seek out men. Her first few experiences were with young men about her own age. But she soon found out that they were way too anxious, way too quick, and most of all way too selfish to please her the way she needed to be pleased. So eventually she moved on a few years, to slightly older men—still young; mid-20’s, most of them—but she realized they had the same problems as the younger ones. Not as pronounced, most of the time—except for the selfish part, of course—but pretty much the same issues cropped up.”
Here Adriana paused. They had reached the bathroom. She pulled open the door to the double-headed shower and turned the water on to get it heated up. Then she closed the door and turned back towards Troy and resumed talking.
“So she continued moving on, trying out all sorts of different men, different ages, different nationalities, from all different walks of life, but came away from the experience vastly disappointed. Sure, there were the occasional men that knew what they were doing, but for the most part she realized that men, as a whole, were really shitty in the sack. So one day she came to a decision. Whenever she came across a young man with potential she would take it upon herself to make sure he realized that potential. She would teach him everything she knew, starting from the ground up, molding him into a man that could satisfy a woman’s every need, so that hopefully there would be fewer young girls like herself who came away disappointed in the quality of men.”
“So you’re a humanitarian,” Troy said.
“That’s right,” Adriana said, grabbing a couple of towels from the linen closet. “I’m just trying to make the world a better place. One young man at a time.”
“Are you ever tempted to keep one of these men for yourself after your job’s done?”
“Tempted? Yes,” she said. “But I’ve never done it.”
“Why not?”
“Because that would be selfish of me,” she said as she set the towels on the counter near the shower. “My purpose is to teach young men how to excel in bed and then set them free to put their newfound knowledge to use. Spread the joy, so to speak. To keep them for myself would be to deny other women the pleasure of being with them. Besides, I love the teaching part. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoy tasting the fruits of my labor once my job is finished, but the part I love the most is taking the raw material and molding it in something wondrous.”
“So that’s where this is going to end up? With me being a stud in the sack?”
“Oh, you’ll be much more than just a stud,” Adriana said. “You’ll be a god. Capable of pleasing a woman in ways she didn’t even know were possible.”
Adriana opened the shower door and climbed in. Troy followed. She made her way to one of the shower heads. He took the other. The water was piping hot. It felt great on his skin.
“You really think you can pull it off with me?” Troy said, turning towards Adriana, letting the water cascade over his back.
“I haven’t failed yet,” Adriana said, smiling over her shoulder at him. “And to be perfectly honest, you’re pretty far along already. I have a feeling you’re going to be one of my easier students.”
 “Really?” Troy said. “There are people worse than I am when you get ahold of them?”
“Much worse,” Adriana said. She had turned towards him and was soaping herself up, paying extra attention to her pussy, getting it nice and clean. “You’ve got most of the basic skills down already. You lack refinement, sure, but that can be taught pretty easily. It just take practice. And you have the most important things. A great body. A nice cock. But more importantly you have the right attitude. You’re respectful, considerate, and overall a nice guy, which is essential.”
She tossed the soap over to him. He caught it and started rubbing the bar over his body. He was reluctant to wash her smell off him but figured it was only temporary.
“Plus you seem like you genuinely want to learn,” Adriana continued while rinsing the soap of her body. “With most of the kids these days, you’re lucky if you find someone that has one of those attributes. But you have all three. Which means you’re way ahead of the game already.”
Troy was smiling; he couldn’t help it. His home life had been pretty rough and compliments were hard to come by. Being praised by such a gorgeous, accomplished, incredible woman made him feel pretty damn good inside. The outside was feeling pretty good too as he watched her rinse the soap off her skin.
“Don’t get too proud of yourself,” Adriana said. “You still have quite a bit of work to do.”
“Like what?”
“Well, for starters you need to become more confident in bed. More forceful. Stop feeling your way around so much, waiting to see how I’m going to react before doing something. Just do what you want. For the most part, women like a man who knows what he wants and then takes it. Hesitant men are boring.”
“So more confidence and less hesitation,” Troy said. He set the soap down and started rinsing it off his body. “I think I handle that. What else is there?”
“We definitely need to work on your stamina,” Adriana said. “What happened earlier was a perfect example; don’t get me wrong, it’s admirable that eating my pussy got you almost excited enough to cum while you were doing it, but it also cut short was came afterwards.”
“Yeah, that was pretty pathetic.”
“I wouldn’t go that far,” she said, turning off the water and leaving the shower. “In a weird way it’s actually pretty impressive. But I definitely need to teach you how to control yourself better.”
Troy turned off his water and followed Adriana out of the shower. She tossed him a towel. They both started to dry themselves off.
“And how exactly do you do that?” he asked.
“Oh, there’s a few different ways. We’ll try some of them out at a later date. One of these days we’ll spend the whole afternoon on it. I’ll set up a little gauntlet that tests your self-control.”
“Sounds like fun.”
“It will be,” she said.
“What else do I need to work on?” Troy asked.
“Well, eventually we need to get you to be a whole lot more adventurous, but that comes in steps. One thing at a time, then build upon it, taking things a little further, then a little further. That’ll come in time, though. You can’t rush that part.”
“Anything else?”
“Just overall refinement, more than anything. But again, that comes with repetition. Just like anything else, the best way to get better in bed is by practice, practice, and more practice.”
“I think I can handle that.”
“So you say now,” Adriana said as she hung her towel on the rack to dry. “But we’ll see, my young friend. We’ll see.”
Troy tossed his towel onto the counter defiantly. A little smirk played on his face. “You don’t believe me?”
“I believe you think you can handle it,” she said, matching his grin with one of her own. Challenging him. Daring him. Taunting him. “But when push comes to shove, and you’re trying to get it up again after cumming four times already that day, we’ll see if you really can handle it.”
“Four times? That’s it?”
Smiling wider now, Adriana said, “Big talk from a man who’s only come twice so far.”
“The key phrase being so far,” Troy said.
“What are you saying? That you’re ready to go again?”
“Hell yes.”
“Fine by me,” Adriana said. “But this time, I want you to take more control. Be more forceful.”
“I’ll try.”
“That’s not good enough. You need to just step up and do it.”
“I don’t know if I can.”
“Why not?”
He shrugged.
“Come on,” Adriana said. “Don’t be afraid to talk about it. The only way to make progress is to have open communication about what the issues are. Otherwise they stay hidden and don’t get addressed. And that’s how things fester.”
“It’s just . . .” Troy trailed off, not sure how to put it into words without sounding cruel.
“Spit it out,” Adriana said. “Don’t be shy.”
“Fine. But you have to promise not to take this the wrong way.”
She held her hand up, palm out. “I swear.”
Troy took a deep breath, let it out slowly. He didn’t know how to say what was on his mind so he took Adriana’s advice and just spit it out. “I’m kind of intimidated.”
“By me specifically? Or women in general.”
“Not all women. But women like you.”
“Like me in what way?”
“Older than me. Bold. Gorgeous. You know, women like you, what few of them there are.”
Adriana smiled. “Well, first of all, thank you for the compliments. Second: Of course you’re intimidated; in case you hadn’t figured it out yet, that’s just the way I am. Bold and brash and beautiful. Which men aren’t used to.”
“I know, and I get that,” Troy said. “And I’m grateful for the way you are, because if you were just a typical woman I wouldn’t be here right now. Your boldness is the reason I’ve had so much fun over the last couple of days. But that doesn’t change the fact that it makes you intimidating too. And it’s hard to take control over someone who intimidates you.”
“Fair enough,” Adriana said. “So if, for example, I was a quiet, petite, little 18-year old blonde who fawned at your feet you’d have no problem taking control over me?”
Troy laughed and shook his head.
“What’s so funny?”
“Nothing. I’m just trying to imagine you as a petite blonde, that’s all.”
“How’s it working for you?”
“Not so well. I like you as you are.”
“But if I was a little blonde about your age . . .”
“Then I wouldn’t foresee any issues,” Troy said.
“That’s good to know,” she said.
Troy tilted his head slightly. He recognized the look on Adriana’s face. Something was working behind those beautiful eyes of hers. “Why?”
“No reason,” she said. “Just curious.”
He didn’t buy it but didn’t press her on it either.
“What about if we had a few drinks?” Adriana asked. “Would that help make me less intimidating?”
“If I was drunk enough I’d probably be able to get over my fear,” he said. “But that’s kind of a cop-out, isn’t it?”
“A little bit,” she said. “But not really. It’s a start, a little step. Something to build on. So what do you say?”
“You want to try it right now?”
“Sure,” Adriana said. “Why not? I’ve got a fully stocked bar just over there. Let’s start drinking and see what happens.”
Troy pretended to think about it for a moment, when in reality the decision had already been made in his head. “Sure,” he said. “Let’s give it a shot.”
“Great. Then follow me.” Adriana grabbed his hand and led him over to the bar next to the TV.
Once there, she pulled out a bottle of Jack Daniels and a couple of shot glasses. “They key is to get drunk enough to erase your inhibitions but not too drunk that you don’t remember what happened the next day,” she said as she filled the little glasses with the amber liquid. “Otherwise it defeats the purpose.”
“Then why are we drinking Jack? Shouldn’t we start off with something a little more mellow?”
“It’s just a couple shots to get us jump-started,” she said, handing him one of the glasses. “Bottoms up.”
Adriana shot the Jack back with a little flick of her head. Troy did the same, grimacing slightly as it went down. They both set the glasses down on the counter.
Smiling, Adriana filled them up again. “One more and then we’ll slow things down,” she said.
Troy took a deep breath and nodded. This time, he shot the Jack first and Adriana followed. The second one went down a little easier. He set the glass down and so did Adriana.
“Do you like your wine red or white?” she asked.
“Red, I guess. I don’t drink it very often.”
“Then cab it is,” Adriana said, pulling a bottle of the rack. “This is Silver Oak. Pretty good stuff. It should go down pretty easy.”
“Sounds good.”
Adriana pulled a couple of wine glasses and an opener from behind the bar and got to work on the bottle. Troy could already feel the Jack starting to work it’s way into his system, loosening him up just a hair. It felt good.
Adriana poured the wine and handed him a glass and the rest of the bottle and they made their way back over to the couch and sat. She grabbed a remote and turned the TV on, found a sitcom in syndication. They both relaxed and drank their wine and watched the show, their occasional laughter punctuated by sips from their respective glasses.
An hour later they had just finished their second bottle of wine. Troy was feeling good and drunk; not quite wasted, but pretty close. With Adriana it was hard to tell. She’d drank just as much as he had, but despite her being little more than half his size she didn’t seem like the alcohol was affecting her as much.
“How are you feeling?” she asked.
“Pretty fucking good,” Troy replied, a goofy smile on his face. “How about you?”
“Not bad,” Adriana said, smiling back at him. “Not bad at all.”
“So what do you say, should we get this train a rollin’ again?”
“Come make your move whenever you’re ready.”
Troy set his empty glass on the coffee table and stood up. He wobbled for a moment before catching his balance.
“You okay there?” Adriana asked.
“I’m fine,” he lied. “Just fine and dandy.”
He walked over towards Adriana and stood over her, waiting, looking at her and then down at his cock. It wasn’t quite hard, not yet, but it was getting there.
“What do you want?” Adriana said, feigning ignorance.
Smiling, he said, “You know what I want.”
“Tell me. I want to hear you say it.”
Still a little embarrassed even with the alcohol in his system, Troy said, “I want you to suck my cock.”
“Like you mean it,” Adriana said, her face completely serious.
“I want you to suck my cock,” he said, more forcefully this time. But it was fake bravado; even though he was quite drunk he still couldn’t completely let go. There was just something inside him that fought too hard against being forceful with a woman, especially once as elegant and attractive as Adriana.
“I still don’t believe you,” she said.
He took a deep breath and closed his eyes to steel his nerves a little. When he opened them, his smile was gone. It was time to get down to business and stop fucking around. “Get over here and suck my fucking cock.”
“There you go,” Adriana said, flashing him a filthy smile. “That’s the Troy I’ve been looking for. Let’s see if you can keep it up.”
“Stop talking and get on your knees,” Troy said, getting into it now. After all, it was what Adriana wanted. She’d been pushing him in this direction all day long.
“Yes, sir,” Adriana said and did as she was told. On her knees before him, her head at the same level as his cock (which had grown considerably harder during the proceedings) she looked up at him. With eyes as wide as a puppy-dog’s, she said, “Now what?”
“Take my cock in your hand.”
She did.
“Now open your mouth,” he said.
She did.
“Now stick my cock in your mouth.”
Smiling wickedly, she did that too.
Troy didn’t have to tell her what to do next. Adriana took care of it herself, going to work on his cock, sucking and licking it and jerking him off and fondling his balls while looking up at him the whole time.
“You like that?” she asked, pulling his cock from her mouth and slapping it against the side of her cheek. “You like how I suck your cock?”
“I love it,” he said.
“What else do you want me to do with it?” Adriana asked, sucking on the tip for a moment before popping it back out of her mouth. “Do you want me to deepthroat it?”
Troy nodded, his alcohol-enhanced forwardness having disappeared as soon as she raised the stakes.
“That’s not good enough,” she said, her hand still working his cock while she looked up at him.
“Deepthroat my cock,” Troy said.
Adriana tilted her head slightly but she didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to. Her eyes told Troy everything he needed to know.
“Take my fucking cock all the way down your throat,” he said, adding a little attitude into it this time.
Adriana flashed him a pleased look then she took his cock in her mouth and started to go down on it, pushing it further and further into her mouth until it completely disappeared.
“Holy fuck,” Troy said, looking down at Adriana as she deepthroated him. Her nose was almost touching his stomach and her eyes were open and turned up towards him.
She held his cock in her throat for a good five seconds before slowly pulling off, revealing the length of his cock inch by inch. She took a deep breath and smiled up at him. Her eyes shone with excitement.
“Wow,” he said, laughing softly.
“I take it you liked that?” Adriana said while she jerked him off, her hand flying over his cock thanks to the copious amounts of saliva she’d generated while deepthroating him.
“You could say that.”
“Do you want me to do it again?”
“Hell yeah.”
“Fine by me,” she said. “But first you need to do something for me.”
“Anything,” Troy said. “Just name it.”
“I want you to fuck my face. Do you think you can handle that?”
Smiling wickedly, Troy nodded.
“Do a good enough job and I’ll deepthroat you again.”
“Sounds like a win-win,” Troy said as he grabbed the back of Adriana’s head and guided his cock into her open mouth.
Holding her head in place with his hands, he proceeded to fuck her face, pumping his hips forward at a rhythmic pace, giving her just about half of his cock with every thrust. He was holding back a little, the emotional side of him still unable to fully commit, even though the rational side of him knew that this was exactly was Adriana wanted.
And she let him know that, pushing him back just enough to say, “You’re gonna have to do better than that,” in a sing-song, taunting voice.
Even though Troy knew she was just trying to get under his skin that didn’t make him immune to it. A little flare of anger rose up through his body and he clung to it, using it to give her what she was asking for.
“Better, huh?” he said, sliding one hand up towards the top of her head and grasping her hair in a firm grip. “Like this?” he asked, and when she opened her mouth to answer he slammed his cock into it.
The move caught Adriana off guard, forcing her to gag, but it didn’t seem to upset her. In fact, she was smiling as best she could with his cock in her mouth and her eyes were dancing. She was enjoying this, perhaps more than anything else they’d done so far that day.
“Is this what you want?” Troy said as he pumped her throat, leaning forward just a bit to get his cock deeper inside her mouth. “Is this good enough for you?”
Adriana couldn’t answer. At least not in words. But the gagging and coughing and slurping sounds coming from her mouth told Troy what he wanted to hear.
“That’s right,” he said as he continued hammering his cock in and out of her mouth, giving her the whole thing, from tip to base. He was feeding off the situation, finally fully comfortable with what was going on. Adriana was just another girl, nothing special, nobody to be scared of. “Take my cock, you fucking slut. Take it all the way down—”
He slammed his cock into her mouth, all the way down her throat, and this time he held it there. He could feel her throat constricting, cutting off the circulation to his cock. 
“—your dirty—”
He put pressure on the back of her head, pushing her further towards him, pressing her nose into his stomach.
“—little—”
He continued pushing on her head even as she started to gag, not letting her move, keeping her from breathing.
“—throat.”
He held Adriana there for another couple of seconds before finally letting her go. Her head flew back and she gasped for breath, coughing and gagging. Tears were leaking from the corners of her eyes and lines of mascara were running down her cheeks but she was all smiles.
“Not bad,” she said once she’d caught her breath. “Not bad at all.”
But Troy wasn’t in the mood for any more of her compliments. Now that his blood was up and his inhibitions had been melted away by the alcohol, he wanted to keep things moving along. He wanted to give Adriana what she craved, what she’d been begging for. And the only way to do that was to keep the momentum going.
“I’m only getting started,” Troy said. He grabbed Adriana by the shoulders and spun her around and pushed her onto the couch. “Up on your knees,” he said, lifting her hips up so he could fuck her while standing. “There you go. Right there.”
She was kneeling, doggy-style, her hands grabbing onto the back of the couch, her legs forming a perfect L, her ass sticking up in the air, hovering directly in front of his rock-hard cock.
Adriana turned her upper body so she was looking back at him. She was smirking proudly, obviously satisfied with how she’d manipulated the situation. Troy decided he’d wipe that smile off her pretty little face.
Stepping up to her, Troy inserted his cock into the magical triangle right beneath Adriana’s perky little asshole. It went in without any resistance, as though her pussy was filled with warm oil. She gasped softly.
He bit down on his lip and took a deep breath to stifle the sensation. Then he started to fuck her from behind, his cock slamming into her right from the get-go. He was too far wound up to take things slow. Her little charade of getting him to take control had him excited beyond belief. Even as drunk as he was, Troy knew that he didn’t have very long before he spilled his seed. Adriana just felt too damn good. Especially from behind.
Troy pummeled away at Adriana, her tight ass slamming up against his hips, his balls slapping the underside of her pussy with every thrust. Her back was arched, making her shoulders blades and spine visible beneath her tanned skin, which for some reason turned him on like there was no tomorrow.
Adriana turned her head back towards Troy, watching him as he fucked her. Troy caught her eye and they considered each other for a moment, each with filthy little grins on their faces.
“You like that, don’t you,” Adriana said. “Fucking me from behind, pounding my tight little pussy with the huge cock of yours while you’re staring down at my ass.”
Troy didn’t reply, instead choosing to answer her by grabbing her hips and slamming his cock into her even more aggressively.
“There you go,” Adriana said, her breath growing more shallow by the moment. “Just like that. Fuck me like you mean it. Like I deserve to be fucked.”
All Adriana’s talking just fired up Troy even more. He pressed down on the small of her back, and leaned forward a little bit, changing the angle of penetration, giving him more leverage and ultimately more depth. Holding Adriana in position, he hammered away at her.
Her breathing started to take on a rhythmic quality, coming in time with his thrusts and punctuated by wordless yelps of pleasure. Adriana was normally a talker instead of a grunter, so the shift towards more animalistic sounds made Troy feel like he was doing something right. This gave him more confidence, which sent him looking for some other way to escalate the situation.
Adriana had shifted so that she was once again facing forward, her face no longer turned to look back towards Troy. This had caused her hair to spill down her back. It was right in front of Troy, taunting him, teasing him, just begging to get pulled. So he obliged, grabbing a handful of it and giving it a quick tug.   
Adriana yelped in surprise and delight as her head snapped back.
Getting more comfortable with the situation by the second, Troy took the initiative, talking to Adriana instead of waiting for her to speak up.
“Oh, you like that, do you?” he said, his voice mimicking Adriana’s tone from earlier. “You like it when I pull your hair?”
She nodded.
“What?” he said, mocking her. “I can’t hear you.”
“I fucking love it,” she said, her voice a guttural growl.
Troy gave her hair another yank and held it there, forcing Adriana’s back to arch even further, showing off her spine and shoulder blades even more. A shiver of excitement coursed through his body. He didn’t know why the sight of her back straining turned him on so much but there was no denying that it did.
“Harder,” she said. “Pull it harder. Bend me fucking backwards.”
Troy did as he was told, pulling hard enough to lift Adriana’s upper body up and back towards him. She  halted her progress by grabbing more tightly onto the back of the couch and holding fast, creating even more tension in her back and more arch in her spine. Troy countered by grabbing another handful of her hair with his other hand and leaning backwards, using her for balance.
Adriana’s chin was practically turned all the way up to the ceiling by now. Her throat was stretched too tight for any words to escape it. All she could do was growl and moan like an animal. But her body was still bucking against Troy’s with vigor, making it obvious she was still enjoying herself.
The position of Adriana’s body accentuated her ass, making it seem even more perfect than before. Tight but still round, not too small but not too big, her ass was built for fucking from behind. Troy found that he couldn’t take his eyes off it.
And then there was that perfect tiny little pink asshole of Adriana’s, opened slightly due to her excitement, beckoning Troy, just asking to be played with. He was tempted to give it a shot just to see how she’d react, but the mere thought of it was too much for him to handle. Just the idea of playing with her asshole was enough to send him rocketing over the edge.
He began pounding away at her even more aggressively as the impending orgasm grew closer and closer. And then it was here.
“Holy fuckin shit I’m gonna cum,” he whispered harshly.
“Right now?” Adriana asked.
“Yeah,” he said. “Right now.”
Adriana didn’t waste any time. She pulled away from him and quickly spun around. Within seconds she was on her knees on the floor, facing him, her head directly in front of his hips, her mouth wrapped around the tip of his cock while she jerked him off.
“Shit, shit, shit,” Troy said, giving her fair warning. “Here is comes. Here it fucking comes!”
But Adriana just kept on going, sucking and jerking him like before. It wasn’t until he started to actually shoot his load that she pulled her mouth off his cock. She kept jerking him off, as he sent the white rivulets of sperm shooting towards her face. One, two, three long squirts splattered against her cheeks and chin and forehead, barely missing her eyes.
Smiling, her face covered with his cum, Adriana used her hand to extract the last couple of drops from Troy’s cock, then wrapped her mouth around it and sucked on it a little bit, causing him to shake and shimmy and pull it out of her mouth with a cursing protestation.
She laughed and slapped him on the ass, then stood up and headed towards the bathroom to wipe his cum of her face. He dropped onto the couch, suddenly feeling exhausted and a little dizzy.
 “So what was the verdict?” Troy asked after she came back and sat next to him on the couch. “How did I do?”
“Not bad,” Adriana said. “Not bad at all.”
“Are you sure?”
“I’m positive,” she said. “Of course, it would be nice if you took the lead a little more often instead of waiting for me to tease things out of you, and hopefully soon you’ll be able to take charge without having to revert to alcohol to put you in the proper mindset, but those things will come in time. It was a good start, that’s for sure. You made a lot of progress today.”
“Well, like you said before, practice makes perfect,” he said.
“It does indeed,” Adriana replied.
“So what’s next?”
“Next you get dressed and go home and get some sleep. You’ll need a lot of it based on how much you had to drink today. Especially with what I have planned for tomorrow.”
“Care to elaborate a little?”
“Let’s just say that we’re going to continue building on what went down here today,” Adriana said. “Hopefully by the end of tomorrow you’ll have broken through your little wall of trepidation. Without the assistance of alcohol.”
“I don’t know,” he said. “That sounds like a tall order.”
“And it is. But I have a couple surprises planned that I think might do the trick.”
Troy was starting to get excited again. “Like what?”
“If I told you then they wouldn’t be surprises, would they?”
Smiling, he said, “I guess not.”
“But trust me. You’re going to like them. I promise.”
Troy had no doubt that he would. Whether or not he could another whole day to find out what they were was something else entirely. But he had no choice.
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