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Houseguest 

     I wonder how many respectable middle-aged women there are in the world 
who can honestly resist a scrumptious, hard cock that’s just a few feet away, as if 
begging to be taken. Now, it’s 2 a.m., so add the fact that this stiff cock is 
attached to a gorgeous, young stud houseguest who’s a friend of your son, and 
this middle-aged woman was about to learn the hard way that I was not one of 
‘em.  

     Once you get to be my age, you start to feel as if you’re a dirty old woman for 
having impure thoughts about any man who is old enough to be one of your 
children. Believe me, you feel even worse when that young man just so happens 
to be a friend of one of your children. I mean honestly—can a mom stoop any 
lower than that? Before that night I didn’t think so…but turns out I was wrong. 

     Marco was his name. A nice looking twenty-two year old business major, who 
I considered lethal from the very first moment our eyes met and his strong hand 
embraced mine. He was very polite, and well-mannered, and the second he 
opened his mouth, his deep, manly voice took me by surprise when it pierced my 
conservative dress and touched me in the most arousing way. As I stood face 
length, listening to him and my oldest son ramble on about school, I prayed 
neither of them would catch my eyes wandering down to the cock imprint of 
Marco’s crotch. Although I told myself that these urges were innocent and were 
merely the result of a horny old lady who was long overdue, the degree of my 
panties’ moisture suggested otherwise. In all of my forty-six years in the world, I 
had never felt so turned on by a man that I needed to change my underwear, 
until the day I met Marco.  

     Forced to excuse myself, with a sense of urgency I hurried upstairs to my 
bedroom and eased the door shut behind me, making sure it was locked. As I sat 
on the end of my bed and removed my panties, I couldn’t believe how soaked 
they were. My excitement was practically running down my legs I was so 
aroused. Get a grip, Sue, I told myself. What kind of mother has the hots for her 
son’s friend? You ought to be ashamed of yourself! I couldn’t even begin to 
imagine what excuse I would have given my son and his friend had they caught 
my roaming eyes downstairs. I seriously did not know what had come over 
me. This wasn’t the first time my son had brought one of his good-looking college 
friends home either; however, none of them held a candle to Marco. He had this 
aura about him that told me he knew how to satisfy an older woman—more 
precisely, an older woman who hadn’t been laid in so long that she sometimes 
wondered if she even remembered how. 

     Barricaded upstairs in my bedroom, I knew there would be no rejoining my 
son and his friend unless I first relieved some pent-up frustration. It so happened 
that just a few weeks prior, while attending my first sex toy party, I had purchased 



my very first vibrator. A purchase of that kind was new for someone like me, 
seeing how I had always considered vibrator owners as being sexual freaks. For 
years, Greg’s father called me a prude for not wanting to try new things in our 
bedroom. On a couple occasions, he even tried persuading me to use vibrators 
that he’d ordered online, unknown to me of course, and on both occasions I said 
no. Ironic that now we’re divorced I’m reaching for the one thing he could never 
get me to try when we were married. 

     Horny beyond belief, I slid my skirt up around my waist and laid back on the 
bed with forbidden fantasies of Marco’s strong hands touching all over me. As I 
inserted the vibrator, I did so gently, so I could relish each of its seven inches, 
one by one, as they entered me. Each thrust had my legs quivering with 
uncontrolled excitement as I imagined Marco’s hard body pressing down against 
mine. I could almost feel his hot mouth sucking on my hard nipples as I pinched 
each one to heighten my pleasure while the vibrator buzzed against my clit. In 
mere seconds I was clenching my butt cheeks, with my back arched, and 
cumming so hard that I just knew I had broken something. After letting out an 
exhausted exhale, I immediately jumped up, put on another pair of panties and 
hurried back downstairs before my son wondered what was taking me so long. 

     Arriving downstairs, I found my son and his well-built friend sitting at the 
kitchen table playing dominos. Due to the intense summer heat, both the young 
men had now removed their shirts and were just wearing wife beaters. In the safe 
privacy of my mind I thanked God that Georgia was experiencing a heat 
wave. Georgia wasn’t the only place either. Watching Marco’s defined body as 
he unconsciously flexed had another heat wave brewing someplace 
else. Desperately looking for any excuse for this old mom to hang out with the 
younger generation, I offered to make the boys a light snack. If there’s one thing I 
had learned from raising three children, it was that two college boys couldn’t 
refuse free food. However, and idiotically I might add, while making their 
sandwiches my lack of self-control got the better of me and I blurted out, “So 
Marco, I know a handsome young man like yourself got a girlfriend back at 
school, right?” My goodness, I cringed. I couldn’t believe I had just said that out 
load. When I looked up, I did so halfway expecting to see perplexed looks on the 
boy’s faces, but what I saw was the exact opposite. Neither of the young men 
had so much as taken their eyes off the game, Marco even satisfied my goof up 
with the response I was looking for. 

     “Not me. My girlfriend and I broke up a little over a year ago, Ms. Collins. Her 
and Greg’s ex are good friends and they use to accuse Greg and me of cheating 
on them. They swore we were messing around with some other girls because we 
were always hanging out late without them. Nadine broke up with Greg, too. But 
I’m sure you probably knew that already.” 



     Surprised, I looked over at my son, who was studying his dominos. “Greg, you 
didn’t tell me that you and Nadine stopped seeing one another.” 

     “Oh, it must’ve slipped my mind,” he responded nonchalantly. 

     “Well maybe it was all for the best,” I said trying to hide the delight in my voice 
about the newfound information about Marco. “Nice-looking young men like 
yourselves don’t need your minds all wrapped around serious relationships no 
way, especially with your studies and all.” 

     It was then that my son suddenly looked up with a puzzled look on his face. 
“But mom, I thought you always liked Nadine. Every time we talked, you would 
always ask how Nadine was doing and when we would be coming to visit. What 
changed?”  

     Now both Greg and Marco were waiting for an answer that I did not have. This 
was exactly why I knew I should have stayed locked in my bedroom. Worse, I 
had never believed in lying to my children…but this time I had no choice. 

     “Son, I always thought that you and Nadine were getting a little too serious. I 
just didn’t say anything. I knew how much you liked her and the last thing I ever 
wanted to do was come between the two of you. Although I’m your mother, I 
would never try to tell you who you should or shouldn’t date.” As each lie rolled 
off my tongue, a part of me couldn’t believe that I was capable of stooping so 
low. Had I really gotten so desperate that I now resorted to lying to my own son? 

     “Mom, I wish you would have told me all of this sooner,” my son said in a 
relieved tone. “The only reason I dated Nadine for as long as I did was because I 
thought that’s what you wanted. That’s why I never told you that we had split up. I 
thought you would give me one of your long lectures.” 

     “Well I’m sorry for giving you the wrong impression. When it comes to your 
happiness whatever makes you happy makes me happy, period.” The whole time 
I was talking, I couldn’t keep my eyes off Marco’s shapely biceps, which were 
now glistening with perspiration from the intense summer humidity. At that 
moment, I would have given just about anything to be able to walk over and run 
my tongue over every chiselled inch of his arm. “Anyway, that’s all behind you 
now. Boys....excuse me…young men your age should be keeping your options 
open anyhow.” 

     My son was now looking at me like, who are you and what the hell have you 
done with my mother? “Mom, are you feeling all right? I don’t know what has 
gotten into you, but I like it.” 

     “Well I’m glad.” 



     “Hey…after we eat I’ma take Marco out and show him around a bit. We’ll 
probably check out a movie while we’re out so don’t worry about making dinner.” 

     “Ok. I’ll change the sheets in the guest room and have it all ready for Marco 
when the two of you return. Marco, feel free to help yourself to anything you like 
while staying here. Make yourself at home.” My God, it seemed as if every word 
that left my mouth had some sexual reference to it.  

     “Thanks for making me feel so at home, Ms. Collins. You don’t know how that 
makes me feel.” 

     “Don’t mention it. And call me, Susan.” At the rate I was going I should have 
just came on out and told him that he could sleep in my bed with me.  

     My son and his friend just looked at one another, both in wide-eyed disbelief. I 
could tell from the look on Marco’s face that whatever Greg had told him about 
me prior to them arriving was nowhere near what he was getting.  

     After the two boys finished scarfing their sandwiches down they headed out. 
As they were leaving, I couldn’t help but smile when I overheard Marco telling my 
son how surprised he was that he had such a cool ass mom. My son, just as 
surprised, responded by saying, “Not as surprised as I am.”  

     Once the two were in the car and had driven away I rushed back upstairs to 
change my panties for the second time, and to have another go with my vibrator. 

     After pleasuring myself, I must’ve fallen asleep, because when I woke up 
several hours had passed and it was now a quarter to 2 a.m. Realizing I was still 
dressed, I slid out of bed and changed into one of my comfortable 
nightgowns. Still horny, I found it unbearable that even after the two fulfilling 
vibrator sessions, my son’s friend was still nowhere near exiting my mind. 
Frustrated, I stuffed my pillow between my thighs, clenching it tightly while 
tossing and turning for over half an hour, trying to drive myself to sleep. To no 
surprise, it seemed that the harder I fought my desire to feel this young, alluring 
houseguest inside me, the more determined my hormones were to make those 
urges a reality. Therefore, I knew it was a lie when I told myself that I was only 
getting up to fix a warm glass of milk so I could get to sleep. 

     Sliding out of bed, I threw on my bathrobe and house slippers with a quiet 
sense of urgency. It was as though this newly discovered, sexual Susan already 
knew what rational Susan was denying. As I made way into the hallway both my 
nipples were protruding against my gown with a craving to be suckled, one by 
one.  



     Once in the hallway and I saw how dark and quiet the house was, I knew the 
boys were either sleeping or hadn’t come in yet. After making my milk and sitting 
down to the kitchen table, the ever-increasing wetness between my thighs told 
me it was going to take much more than milk to put me to sleep. I know it seems 
unlikely that after my nightcap I had every intention on going back to bed...but I 
really did. But instead of going straight to bed, my maternal instincts kicked in 
and I went to make sure the door was locked. While there, I also happened to 
peer through the blinds and notice that Greg’s car was in the driveway. I know it 
sounds awful, but somehow just the thought of my son’s friend, asleep in the 
guest room, scantily dressed, overtook any and all of my logical thinking at that 
moment. Images of his hard dick, standing firm and erect began to race around 
in my head. There, in the kitchen I stood, swollen and wet, nipples perked while 
envisioning myself straddling and riding Marco’s young dick to Kingdom 
Come. My self-control level was way past the point of no return, thus at my 
moment of weakness I caved in and headed for the guest room. 

     Standing outside the bedroom door in the dimly lit hallway, my heart felt like it 
was beating a hole in my chest. Everything seemed as if it was happening in 
slow motion. Like a spectator in my own twisted dream, I watched my trembling 
hand reach out and grab the doorknob, each protruding vein steady reminding 
me of the forty-odd years of self-denial that I had allowed to tick off my life. Why 
the sudden change now? Why with a man so young that I could have very well 
given birth to him? Who was I fooling anyway? Why in the world would a 
gorgeous young stallion like Marco want an old worn down buzzard like me?  

     With all the self-doubt and unethical reminders gnawing away at me it’s a 
wonder that I found the courage to proceed. But I was finding my yearnings for 
this young man greater than ever. Nonetheless, terrified at the thought of being 
caught, I hesitated after turning the doorknob…my heart pounding even faster 
now that the door was ajar. Easing the door open a bit further, just enough to 
peek my head inside, I could now see the light from the television, which Marco 
must have muted. Now I was really having second thoughts. If I’m found out I’ll 
just say that I happened to be up fixing a glass of milk and wanted to see if the 
boys had made it home safely. My son knows that I often have a warm glass of 
milk so I can sleep better. Still, it was a likely story, I know…but I had come too 
far to turn back now; my libido would never forgive me if I did. 

     Armed with an excuse that had more holes in it than a slice of Swiss cheese, I 
fought my better mind to turn back as I stuck my head inside. Marco must’ve 
been awake because when he heard the door he whispered, “Greg,” while 
quickly covering himself with a blanket.  

     Thanks to the limited light from the television I could see that Marco’s chest 
was bare and every bit as shapely as his biceps. This young man was most 
definitely the total package. Feeling a bit embarrassed I said, “No, it’s just 



me…Susan.” I was flustered and my old hormones were running rampant 
throughout my body. I eased my way inside the bedroom, locking the door 
behind me and walked over and sat on the edge of the bed. I felt nervous and 
unsure of myself, like the time I lost my virginity to Greg’s father.  

     “I’m sorry, Ms. Collins…I-I-I thought you were Greg. We-we-we just got home 
not too long ago and I thought you were him messing around,” he said, stumbling 
over his words while tugging more cover over his lap. 

     I wasn’t born yesterday. You don’t raise three boys and not ever catch at least 
one of ‘em masturbating in their bedroom with some smut magazine they keep 
stashed in between their mattresses. His clutching the covers and stuttering were 
a dead giveaway of what he was trying so desperately to hide. 

     “I was just checking to see if you boys were in yet so I could make sure the 
door was locked,” I said using the best, although transparent excuse I could 
come up with at the time. The mere thought of him possibly being naked 
underneath the covers was raising my hormonal temperature by the 
second. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I did my best to pretend I was all into the 
soundless program playing on the television. Inwardly, I was really questioning 
the consequences of my actions if I gave in to my temptation. I was old enough 
and had been through enough in my life to know that everything had its 
consequences, and although I could think of a million and one reasons why what 
I was about to do was a terrible idea—the moisture of my swollen mound made it 
all seem worth the risk.  

     Channelling more courage, I boldly stood and walked around to the side of the 
bed—Marco’s eyes following me nervously—and leaned over and engaged him 
in a daring kiss...no hesitation, no fear…and no more denial. As soon as our lips 
met it was as if a chemical reaction simultaneously exploded in the both of us. I 
just know he felt it…he had to. Pushing him back onto the bed, I took his silence 
as an ok and practically attacked him. Flinging my robe to the floor, I threw 
myself on top of him, drowning his face and neck with wet, wild and every bit as 
untamed kisses, as my fragile body pressed against his. The poor boy couldn’t 
get a word in edgewise, and when he did the only words that escaped were, “But 
Ms. Collins” right before my lips pressed back against his, finishing his 
sentence. I knew I would regret my actions in the morning, but at that moment I 
didn’t care. Deep down, I was tired of the constant juggling of right and wrong. If 
only I had this type of attitude with my husband, maybe he wouldn’t have run off 
with another woman.  

     It came as no surprise that Marco was somewhat hesitant at first in fully 
returning my unrestrained advances. He fought as best he could to keep me from 
sliding my hand underneath the covers. I knew it was his friendship with my son 
that was holding him back. After all, Greg’s room was only a few doors down, 



and how would we explain ourselves if we were caught? I still didn’t let that stop 
me. In my mind the damage was already done. 

     The sheer musky scent of Marco’s glorious body was so intoxicating that I 
knew there was no turning back even if I wanted to. Lustfully I ran my tongue 
down his neck and traced around his thick chest as if I was an animal in heat. By 
now, the pitch of his soft moans was a sure indicator that the sensation of it all 
was too much for even his bond with my son to impede. I’m ashamed to say it, 
but the fact that my son was just a few doors down only made me want to fuck 
his friend more. 

     Urge-driven, I reached underneath the bundle of covers, smiling to myself that 
he was naked, and wrapped my hand around his engorged dick. Impressed at its 
actual length and width, I could feel my pussy panting for a taste. I knew we 
would have to be fast and quiet if we were going to avoid being caught by my 
son. The whole sneakiness of it all must have been arousing to Marco as well, 
because his shaft was growing even more rigid in my hand.  

     “That’s it…don’t fight it,” I whispered. “Just let me sit on. I promise to be 
quick,” I persisted while massaging his shaft with my fingertips. As I felt the head 
of his cock, which was much larger than the shaft, I wondered how any girl in her 
right mind could leave such a blessed man.  

     By now, all the fight in Marco was totally depleted. After surrendering self-
control so that I could uncover his lap he began to slowly nudge my head down in 
the direction of his crotch. Just like a man to always want a blowjob. As I came 
face to face with the intent of my late-night visit, I can only describe it as simply 
magnificent. Marco’s cock towered over me as I cupped his testicles in my hand 
and gently twirled them around in my mouth while stroking his erect shaft. While 
keeping strict eye contact, I licked up the shaft of his monstrosity as if it was an 
abnormally large lollypop, stopping midway before working my way back down to 
his sack.  

     Overcome with excitement, Marco covered his face with his hands and tried 
greatly to hold back his moans. As I reached the head of his cock and took it in 
my mouth, he couldn’t take it any more and signalled for me to climb on top of his 
eager joystick. My beaver twitched anxiously in anticipation as I crawled forward 
and then mounted his cock. As soon as its thick head parted the lips of my labia, 
my creamy waters were released.  

     “Take it easy on me. I’m not as flexible as the young girls you’re probably 
used to being with,” I murmured keeping still and trembling as so not to moan too 
loudly. Cum trickled down the sides of his long shaft as I sheepishly muttered, “It-
it’s beeeen a while.”  



     Marco just squeezed and spread my ass cheeks apart while guiding the rest 
of his hard cock inside me. The sexual stink of our genital union was climbing up 
my nostrils and producing an effect equal to that of an aphrodisiac. Once his 
cock was all the way in, he then whispered, “Take your gown off so I can see 
your breasts, Ms. Collins. Then put ‘em in my mouth so I can suck on your 
nipples.” 

     Ok I was really feeling like a dirty old bird now, because for reasons unknown, 
just hearing this young man call me Ms. Collins had me getting even wetter. 

     “Yeah…don’t stop. Say my name. Say Ms. Collins.” 

     Quickly slipping my gown over my head and slinging it to the floor, I did so as 
if unfazed in the presence of my young freak, although deep within was another 
story. I couldn’t help but be a little self-conscious at what he might think of my 
body. I mean, my breasts were nowhere near the perfect looking breasts of girls 
his age. Each year mine seemed to sag lower and lower as another reminder 
that young men like the one I was straddling were out of my league.  

     Marco must’ve felt differently, though, and if he didn’t, he most certainly did a 
good job of shielding it. Judging by the increasing stiffness of his cock, he must 
have seen something on this aged body that he liked. Whatever it was, that 
aroused look in his eyes more than encouraged me to give him the ride of his 
young life. I was ever more determined to prove that experience outweighed age. 

     One thing I noticed about being with a younger man was his willingness to let 
me have my way with him. Unlike Greg’s dad, Marco didn’t struggle to control my 
movements while I was on top. When I pinned his hands on his stomach, he just 
laid there willingly and let me control the movements. The only task he had was 
to maintain a stiff erection, which, for him, wasn’t a task at all. That was another 
point for the young team, considering my ex-husband had issues in that 
department, and minus one for the old guys.  

     Marco felt so good inside me that I was dying to let loose and go buck wild on 
top of him, but I couldn’t risk the squeaking sound the bed would make. So to 
compensate I rubbed my clit for added stimulation while grinding my hips down 
on top of him. I must have cum several times in that position alone, and trying to 
keep all of those moans and groans from bursting out was the hardest 
part. Marco’s cock and balls were drenched with my fluids and it was now time 
for him to get his. 

     “Turn over on your stomach, Ms. Collins, so I can slide it in from the back. I 
won’t be but a few more minutes.” 



     As I eased off Marco’s soaked cock I thought to myself what it must be like to 
be young and full of so much sexual energy. His cock was still firm and erect as 
we quietly changed positions and he slid it back inside me. 

     “Ooh Ms. Collins, I swear you’re the best I ever had,” was all he kept 
mumbling as he laid on top grinding his hard beef inside me. If only my son’s 
room wasn’t so close, I would have told him to go ahead and drill me hard and 
fast like I knew a young buck like him was capable. But being that I couldn’t I did 
the next best thing and pushed my ass up against his pelvis, returning his deep 
grinding action equally hard. 

     Marco and I had now been at it for a little over twenty minutes and my back 
was soaked with sweat of his body. The raw stench of our forbidden passion had 
now enveloped the room air. Sexual funk never smelled so good.  

     My young pony’s grinding speed was steady increasing as I sensed him 
galloping toward his climatic finish. His broad chest was pressed tight against 
back with his hands tucked underneath my body, pinching my hard nipples as I 
whispered, “Say my name. Tell Ms. Collins how good it feels.” 

     “My God, Ms. Collins…your pussy is the best,” He exclaimed, grinding even 
harder and faster with each stroke. 

     “Say it again…” I murmured fuelling another gigantic climax that was building 
inside my smouldering loins. “Tell me what you’re doing to me.” 

     “I’m fucking you, Ms. Collins. I’m fucking the daylights out of Greg’s mom and 
oh God…I’m about to cum.”  

     “Then cum baby…cum baby cum,” I moaned. “Just let your wad go inside me. 
Don’t worry, I can’t have any kids.”  

     “Here it comes, Ms. Collins… Oh shit…I can’t hold it. Goddddddddd damn!” 
he yelled smothering his face down in the pillow beside me to drown some of the 
sound.  

     Marco’s orgasmic cries combined with his hard cock pumping me full of hot 
semen were all that I needed to summon my last orgasm for the night. I could 
feel every ripple of his climaxing dong as it pulsated and glazed the insides of my 
wet hole.  

     “Mmmm…that’s it. I had forgotten what real dick felt like,” I chuckled. “Alright, 
young man. You have to get up so I can get out of here before we both get in 
trouble. You were rather loud there at the end.”  



     Now that the naughty deed was done, both our nerves were visibly rattled, 
though Marco was practically hyperventilating. As I jumped up and put back on 
my gown and robe, Marco was busy hustling to straighten the bed. But it was 
when he noticed cum stains on the sheet he really started freaking out. Suddenly 
the whiff of our hot sex hit his nostrils and he just about had a heart attack. 

     “How could I have been so stupid?” He said with a frightened look. “Greg will 
be done with me for sure if he finds out.”  

     “Calm down. My son won’t find out if you just do what I tell you. And if he 
does, the last time I checked, you and I are consenting adults.” 

     “Ms. Collins, you just don’t understand.” Marco was extremely worried that my 
son would find out what we did, and nothing I seemed to say could calm him 
down. Not that I wasn’t worried. Just not as worried. 

     “Listen, son,” I said putting my thinking hat on. “There are clean sheets in the 
bottom dresser drawer over there that you can put on the bed. I’ll take the dirty 
one with me when I go. As for the smell in the room, go in your bathroom, light 
that potpourri candle and bring it back in here. That’ll take care of the smell in no 
time.” As I listened to myself instruct my young accomplice on covering our 
tracks, I scared even myself. It was almost as if I was a little too good at the art of 
lying. 

     After Marco finished doing everything I instructed, it was beginning to look as 
if we were going to make it out of this mess unscathed—until there was a light 
rap at the door and a twist of the doorknob.  

     “We’re dead.” Marco gasped while searching hysterically for his shorts and 
putting them on. “What are we going to do?!” 

     At the time I didn’t have an answer. My pulse rate was running a hundred 
miles an hour and neither of us had a good explanation for me being in Marco’s 
room at that time of night. Worried, I quickly glanced around the room, searching 
for a good hiding place. Nothing.  

     It wasn’t until Greg knocked a second time and turned the doorknob that I 
looked at the bed and knew I would have to crawl underneath. I took the stained 
evidence and hid while Marco let my son in. 

     As soon as Marco unlocked the door, I started praying silently that my son 
wouldn’t suspect anything. 

     When he opened the door the first words out of Greg’s mouth were, “Why was 
the door locked? I told you I was coming down after I took a shower.” 



     Seemingly tense, Marco said, “I guess I must’ve locked it by accident and 
drifted off to sleep. How long were you out there?”  

     “Long enough to think that you might have changed your mind about having 
sex in my mom’s house. Just knowing her room is overhead will make the sex all 
the better.”  

     Hearing those words, I can’t even describe the feeling that invaded me. I only 
prayed Greg somehow knew what had transpired between Marco and me and 
was now playing some sort of cruel joke as payback. The way I figured, my son 
knowing about what I had done was better than there being any truth to what I 
was witnessing with my own two eyes. But when he came inside, locked the door 
and then went to reach down Marco’s short’s I knew it was real. 

     From my hiding spot I could see that Marco tried as he had with me to pull 
away. But, like me, my son wasn’t taking no for an answer and just kept coming 
until Marco surrendered for the second time that night. 

     As if in some twisted nightmare of my own making, I was forced to stay 
hidden for the rest of the night while my son and his lover had sex right above 
me. 

     I knew what I did was wrong, but no way did I deserve that.  

     Or did I? 
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Secret Society 

     Mindy and I had been good friends for a little over four years when she hinted 
that she wouldn’t mind if I slept with her husband Glenn. Of course my initial 
thought was that she was prodding to see if I secretly wanted to sleep with her 
husband behind her back. However upon discussing the idea further—in a 
roundabout way—I realized that she couldn’t be more serious. While she never 
came right out and said, “Yvette, would you fuck my husband,” the implication 
was about as visible as a purple baboon.  

     The fact that my husband Darrin and Glenn were so tight made Mindy’s and 
my conversation feel somewhat awkward to say the least. Well to me it did. 
Because again, I still wasn’t certain that she wasn’t simply testing my loyalty as a 
friend, especially since I knew how insanely jealous and territorial she was about 
Glenn. Therefore I couldn’t begin to fathom her being alright with another woman 
sleeping with him, regardless who that woman was.  

     As the conversation progressed, little by little my perception of Mindy and her 
husband was slowly changing. For starters, although Glenn and she had never 
done anything like that which she was insinuating, from what I was getting they 
were seriously entertaining the possibility of trying out the swinger lifestyle.  

     To most people, swingers are a part of a secret society and looked at as 
being wild, self-indulgent couples who find pleasure in swapping and sharing 
partners with other swinging couples. To most folks this kind of pleasure-seeking 
freedom in a committed relationship is considered an abomination—which is why 
I didn’t tell Mindy, straight away, that Darrin and I were indeed swingers. I had to 
be sure about her first.  

     Mindy confided to me that after several years of being together, her sex life 
with her husband was in desperate need of a major overhaul. She said that they 
had tried everything short of cheating to get their sexual mojo going again in the 
bedroom, but even those ideas had become routine. But one night after a hot, 
mind-blowing role-playing scenario where they both pretended to be other 
people, they had an epiphany. What if we really slept with different people after 
all these years of being monogamous? After discussing the option of partner 
swapping they came to the conclusion that if the situation was right they could do 
it. And by right situation they meant if they found a couple whom they both felt 
comfortable with and trusted.  

     At the time of Mindy’s and my conversation, Darrin and I had been swinging 
for nearly two years and loving every minute of it. Like Mindy and Glenn, we too 
had been together a number of years and had been sidelined by a ditch in our 
bedroom. But unlike the average couple, who would have either cheated or 
slowly drifted apart, we were realistic enough to know that our bedroom boredom 



was likely the result of years of the same intimacy routines. Once we were able 
to admit that, we began to understand how most marriages and relationships 
eventually failed, and why those that did survive most likely did so through the 
help of affairs by either one or both partners. Darrin and I knew we loved one 
another dearly, and could never foresee a life without each other, but understood 
that sometimes love just isn’t enough. Sex is a major part of any relationship 
between two people and to think otherwise is just living in a fairytale with an 
unhappy ending. It wasn’t until our paths crossed with another couple, who 
happened to be seasoned swingers, that we realized what our relationship 
needed to get the spice back. 

     Some people might think that committed people in relationships who sleep 
with other people damage their bond with each other, but that wasn’t the case 
with Darrin and me. Contrary to popular belief swinging has brought us closer, 
because now there truly isn’t anything that we can’t tell one another. Plus, we 
have an agreement to never sleep with anyone before first introducing that 
person or persons to one another and hanging out a couple of times. While all of 
this may sound crazy and disgusting to some, it’s the sole reason Darrin’s and 
my sex life and relationship has surpassed the point where statistics predict most 
marriages will come to an end. 

     After listening to Mindy to get a valid reading on her hidden motives, I 
concluded that her intentions were sincere, and thus opted to tell her about my 
husband and me. 

     “Mindy, can you keep a secret?” I asked bringing my voice to a low whisper, 
although she and I were the only two people at my house. 

     “Girl, you know you can tell me anything,” she replied with this energized look 
in her eyes, as if she somehow knew what I was going to reveal would rectify her 
and Glenn’s problem.  

     “Darrin and I are swingers.” 

     “Girl, quit playing!” she screamed in wide-eyed shock and disbelief. “You and 
Darrin! When…where, how? I mean…how is it…what is it like? Do you guys 
enjoy it? Who do you sleep with?” she rambled, spewing question upon question 
full of exuberance and curiosity. 

     “Hehehe,” I laughed, “Damn girl, slow down and breathe. We’ve been 
swinging almost two years now. We first entertained the thought a few years ago 
when we realized that the sexual energy between us wasn’t as strong as it once 
was. After trying a number of things to get our love life back on track, without 
much success, we happened across a swinging couple who convinced us to give 
the lifestyle a try. They were the first two people that Darrin and I had ever slept 



with since being together and let me just say the experience was simply 
amazing. As for your question of who do we sleep with…other swinger couples 
who we’re comfortable with after getting to know each other.”  

     Speechless for a few moments, enthralled and hanging on to my every word, 
Mindy hesitated before asking, “So hypothetically, if I wanted to sleep with Darrin, 
you wouldn’t be opposed to the idea?” 

     “Why…do you want to sleep with my husband?” I asked knowing all too well 
that that was the case and she couldn’t come right out and say it. “It’s okay…you 
can tell me. If you and Glenn are seriously considering this lifestyle you have to 
totally relinquish the notion that you’re each other’s private property. That way of 
thinking has been molded into your mind since birth and is the biggest reason 
some can’t hack this lifestyle. So to answer your question, it would not bother me 
one bit if you slept with Darrin. In fact I’m sure Darrin would jump at the 
opportunity being that he already thinks that you have a nice ass.” 

     Surprised by my brazen bluntness her only response was, “Oh..umm, wow…I 
don’t know what to say. I guess the cat got my tongue,” she said with a bashful 
red tint to her complexion while giggling in retreat.  

     Sensing her sudden trepidation I moved to relieve some of her pressure. 
“Look, I understand all of this is new for you, which is why I think you and Glenn 
should talk some more before making a decision. I won’t pressure you, but I will 
say that this lifestyle is not for everyone. Some women and men become 
nauseous at the sheer thought of sharing their significant other with another 
person and thus could never appreciate the benefits of such an 
arrangement. While others, such as Darrin and myself, take pleasure in knowing 
that it’s just about sexual enjoyment and at the end of it all we know where each 
other’s hearts lie.” 

     After leaving Mindy with some food for thought I told her that if at any time she 
had any questions that my door was always open.  

     The following Friday, I received a phone call from Mindy, letting me know that 
after discussing things with Glenn, they had reached a decision. They were down 
to give the swinging lifestyle a try, but only if it was with a couple such as Darrin 
and me, a couple that they knew and trusted.  

     I had already briefed Darrin ahead of time about my first little revealing chat 
with Mindy, so as not to keep him out the loop. Therefore when I told him that 
she and Glenn were down as long as their first time was with us, he was thrilled. 
The whole shindig was to take place at their home later that evening. Darrin and I 
were to come over to hang out like any other typical weekend and let things take 
their course from there.  



     The way it typically works is the couple hosting the party is usually 
responsible for the prophylactics and any other toys or videos they may want to 
use. But being that this was their first time, Darrin and I supplied the condoms 
and an x-rated video to help get everyone in the mood.  

     That night when we arrived at their place it was obvious they were both a little 
nervous, which was understandable being that this was their first time doing 
anything like this. Both of them were dressed comfortably, Mindy clad in blue 
jeans and a Michigan sweatshirt, and Glenn in a pair of khakis and an Ohio State 
t-shirt.  

     For most newbies to this lifestyle the typical fear is that the other person in the 
room is going to outperform them sexually and make them look bad. But once 
they get over that and realize that it’s not about whose dick is the biggest or who 
has the better dick-riding technique, they soon relax and just enjoy the sexual 
experience as a whole. 

     Seated across from the lovely couple, Darrin and I were seated on the 
loveseat. Earlier that day he and I had agreed that we would probably have to be 
the ones to initiate things being that we were the veterans. So to give things a 
nudge in the right direction, we broke the ice by popping in the DVD we brought 
and eye-flirting across the room with our partners to try and loosen them up. 
Once the movie was playing my husband took things a step further by suggesting 
that we all swap seating positions so that everyone would be near their sex 
partner for the night. 

     Once everyone was seated comfortably with their eyes glued to the television 
Darrin gave me a sly head nod to signal me to kick things off. At gatherings such 
as these it’s customary for the women to make the first move. Darrin already 
knew that my pussy was wet for Glenn—the moment we found out they were 
thinking about swinging—and said he couldn’t wait to see me ride his friend’s 
dick.  

     Reaching over and taking Glenn by the hand, I slid it underneath my shirt and 
placed it on my breast while kissing up and down the side of his neck. The scent 
of his masculine cologne wafting past my nostrils had my pussy juices flowing. 
And judging by the bulge in his khakis his hormones were evidently off their leash 
as well.  

     Meanwhile across the room on the sofa, Darrin and Mindy were quickly in 
another pleasure zone of their own. In truth if we were racing to see which couple 
reached third base first, Glenn and I would have been in last place, because 
when I glanced over to their side Darrin’s dick was already out and her head was 
buried in his lap performing oral sex. She obviously wasn’t as shy as I took her 
for. 



     Eager to catch up I kissed a seductive path to Glenn’s moist lips while he 
continued to massage my erect nipples underneath my shirt with his hand. 
Fervent was the passion between my thighs as I unbuckled his pants and pulled 
out his erect penis. Guided solely by his soft moans, our tongues danced to the 
rhythm of our fluttering heartbeats as I caressed his shaft. 

     Although I was not new to the game of swinging, holding a new cock in my 
hand was an experience that never ceased to fill me with ardor. I could hardly 
contain myself while peeling away my garments of clothing and slinging them on 
the floor.  

     Restless with excitement, Glenn squirmed in his seat; his eyes locked on his 
wife and Darrin as I fondled his manhood while pulling his pants down around his 
ankles. No doubt he was taken aback by his dick’s reaction, pulsating and 
swelling as he watched his wife mount my husband’s cock and ride it for the first 
time. Most new couples are surprised by what they discover about their own kink 
while partaking in their first swing party. Many could never imagine receiving 
such an extreme rush from watching the love of their life get fucked by someone 
else—but more times than not that’s exactly what happens.  

     Likewise, Glenn’s amorous internal stir yielded a similar reaction in my own 
loins. I felt as though I was possessed by some almighty freak goddess with an 
unprecedented craving for the rigid dick that stood before me. My mouth 
salivated for his dick as I pushed him back, upright against the loveseat. We then 
assumed the sixty-nine position, me upside down in his lap sucking his dick, 
while he gripped my ass cheeks and planted his face in between my watery 
thighs. 

     Goodness, I kept thinking, this man’s tongue shole knows its way around a 
pussy. While I didn’t want to suffocate the poor guy, he didn’t leave me much of a 
choice, as he was squeezing my thighs against his face so tight, as if trying to 
milk me for all the pussy juices he could get. 

     “Mmmmm…” I cooed in between licks of his firm shaft. “Damn, you gone 
make me cum in your mouth if you keep doing that.”  

     Ignoring my warning and applying even more tongue, pressing my thighs 
even tighter against his face, Glenn ate me until my warning came into fruition 
and I came in his mouth. 

     Afterwards my clit was oversensitive causing my legs to quiver at the slightest 
touch from his chin. So to spare me a few moments to contain myself, I stood 
and got him a condom so as to fulfill my husband’s request…and ride his friend’s 
dick.  



     Once the condom was rolled down all snug and tight over his cock I couldn’t 
wait to climb on top and feel it inside me.  

     Turning my back so that I could face my husband and Glenn’s wife, I eased 
down on top of him, exhaling in ecstasy as his dick parted my lips to enter me. 
Then taking hold of his hands, I laid back on his chest, placing them on my 
breasts so that he could play with my sensitive nipples while we slow-grinded 
together. 

     Across the way, Darrin had positioned Mindy in the same direction as us so 
that the couple could feed off one another’s energy. Our plan was to teach them 
that contrary to popular belief, just because they were sexing different partners 
didn’t mean they couldn’t share that experience with one another.  

     Right away it was clear that our idea was working perfectly. Mindy’s grinding 
motion seemed in wonderful rhythm with her husband’s as their eyes connected 
across the room. Darrin’s whole dick was buried deep inside my friend’s pussy, 
as her husband’s dick was buried deep in mine; therefore I knew it wouldn’t be 
long before both men squirted. 

     Hoping to cum once more before my stiff friend, I slid one of his hands down 
between my legs to rub my clit, heightening the sensation between us both. My 
pussy was getting wetter with each passing second as I moaned, “Oooh that’s 
it…like that,” while grinding down faster and harder on top of him. 

     Mindy, eyeing the whole thing from atop my own personal throne did the 
same with my husband’s hand and before long all four of us were squealing in 
unison while giving birth to one big orgasm after another.  

     Dumbfounded by the physical and spiritual connection that had just been 
achieved the satisfied couple invited us to stay the night. 

     Accepting their invitation we soon learned their real reason for the 
overnighter. 

     They wanted to go another round. 

*** 

     Baptizing virgin swingers into this society is always a pleasure for experienced 
couples like Darrin and me, because of the overwhelming amount of zeal they 
possess. For Glenn and his wife, being in the presence of one another while they 
got off with different partners was a surreal experience in itself. Never did either 
of them imagine that when they got married there would come a day when they 
would take delight in seeing each other sexually satisfied by someone else.  



     However as Darrin and I came to learn, and as you reading this will one day 
come to learn, that without good sex the love you and your partner share just 
isn’t enough. In the beginning when the sex begins to dwindle you will tell 
yourself lies such as, “Sex isn’t that important,” or “We love each other, that’s 
what matters most,” while the love you believe in so much simply withers away.  

     We who belong to the secret society believe that true love is unconditional. 
We don’t place restrictions on our love because to do that it would cease to be 
love, wouldn’t it? To allow your partner the sexual gratification of someone 
besides yourself, we believe is the ultimate form of love a person could ever 
show. 

     Anything else is just an illusion…  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

On sale now from Tr imaxx Publishers 
 

 
 

Visit: www.tr imaxxpublishers.com 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Also available from  
 

Javon64 
 

The Naked Truth: What Every Woman Wants and Every Man 
Needs to Know Volume One 

Available in paperback from Trimaxx Publishers 

 

Visit: www.tr imaxxpublishers.com 

 

 

 



White Coat Fever 

     Have you ever been violated but felt that you couldn’t tell anyone because it 
was too embarrassing and you think you might have enjoyed it. Well that’s how I 
still feel to this day but I have to tell someone. Understand that if I you tell though, 
I might just have to kill you. Now with that being said, do you still want to 
know? Ok…but don’t say I didn’t warn you.  

     Like most men, I had been fearful of hospitals ever since I first learned how to 
pronounce the word. In my eyes no good news had ever come out of someone 
taking a routine trip to the doctor’s office for an appointment. And to make 
matters worse, this was my second visit to the hospital all in the same week for 
some lab results from my recent blood test. I don’t know if any of you have ever 
had blood work done but if you haven’t, let me tell you first hand that it’s a 
nightmare, especially if you’ve lived the kind of promiscuous lifestyle that I 
lived. You name it and chances are I’ve done it...all except for that gay shit. My 
ass reads exit only! Other than that I took promiscuity to a whole other level. You 
could say that I was the chief womanizing player of all players and proud of it. I’m 
talking so many one-night stands that you’d need a large group of people to use 
their fingers and toes to help you keep count. The fellas used to joke often that I 
fucked like it paid the rent, and I do have to admit that they did have a point. Little 
did any of us know at the time, but fucking was about to do exactly that—pay the 
rent. 

     Horny one day, but not in the mood for company, I was flipping through one of 
my sex magazines and came across an ad looking for escorts. I found the ad 
intriguing, but was somewhat surprised to see that they were advertising for male 
escorts and not female. See up until that day I had always thought of escorting 
as more of a females only field. Women don’t actually pay for sex do they? I 
questioned.  

     I decided what the hell. At least I could call the number and see if the ad was 
on the up and up. I was desperately in need of some extra dough, and although I 
may have been fucking like it paid the bills, the reality was that it did not. 
Besides, according the ad the pay sounded damn good, considering I’d be doing 
something I would normally do for free anyway. Even still, it all seemed like a big 
prank; even the phone number was a joke: 1-877-69-Hunks  

     When I called the number—with about as much skepticism as a person that 
receives daily sweepstakes in the mail—and as surely as my name is Alfonzo, 
after a long list of personal questions the woman on the other end set me up for 
an interview. I was shocked to say the least, but not quite sold yet. I was 
instructed to report to a small warehouse downtown by the harbor. The interview 
was a piece of cake, mainly just a quick photo shoot so they could get some 
head and body shots of me. I was then told that depending on how the photo 



turned out, they would decide if I would be moving on to the next stage. Well not 
to come off big-headed or braggadocious I wasn’t too worried about the first 
part. I had been a fashion model a few years back and nothing was as 
commanding or competitive as that field, so this was a snap. Not to mention 
women already say that I’m conceited, and in order to be conceited you have to 
first have something worth being conceited about.  

     A few days after the photo shoot I received a phone call from Hunks for 
Lonely Nights (oh yeah that was the agency’s name), and was informed that I 
had graduated to the next level. The entire time the lady was explaining things to 
me, I was thinking yeah whatever, until she said I would need to have two 
physicals to ensure I was healthy and clean. That’s when paranoia began to set 
in and it felt as if my heart was sliding down out my chest and into my 
stomach. She told me the name of the hospital that I would need to go to and 
that the appointment had already been set. Let me tell you, the entire week 
leading up to my appointment I was a nervous wreck. All kinds of fucked up 
thoughts were running through my head. What if they find something seriously 
wrong with me and the doctor give me like six months to live or some shit? Every 
sleazy, big booty female that I had ever nailed started popping up in my head. 
There was that trick that I fucked in the bathroom that night at the strip club. Oh 
damn there was that train that I had ran on that one female with the fellas. I don’t 
think I slept a wink the night before the first appointment.  

     Just like with most things, my first appointment wasn’t as horrific as I built it up 
to be. But then again they only took some blood. Actually it was a piece of cake, 
until I found out that I was only there to have blood drawn and would have to 
return a few days later for the results. Those next few days were worse than the 
days leading up to that first appointment, because unlike then, this time I knew 
what was in store. It felt like I was waiting for judgement day and all my past sins 
were about to finally come full circle. A part of me wanted to say fuck the job and 
just keep my shitty 9 to 5 at the post office, but I couldn’t ignore how good the 
pay was. 

     On the day of my reckoning, there I was sitting in the corner of the hospital 
waiting room, trying to pretend I was enjoying a magazine, while my mind was 
trying to separate itself from my nervous body. Lost somewhere between thinking 
back to all those years of bad first impulse decisions that I had made, and all 
those years of making repeated bad decisions, I somehow heard the nurse 
calling my name.  

     “Mr. Williams!” a small voice called. “Is there a Mr. Williams here?”  

     Sliding out my chair, I felt like a boy on a death march to see the school 
nurse. Butterflies swarmed my stomach as I followed the middle-aged nurse 
down the hall to a small room on the end. Inside the brightly lit room, adjacent to 



the door, was a small wooden chair (the kind that looked as if it belonged to a set 
of four). A large exam table was in the center of the room with a long strip of 
white paper covering it. Posters of the human body hung on all four walls 
displaying descriptions and locations of every bone and muscle in the 
body. When we got in the room, the nurse had me remove my shoes and step 
onto the scale so she could take my weight. After that she went on to take my 
blood pressure.  

     “Your blood pressure is a bit higher than your last visit,” she told me with a 
polite smile and concern in her eyes. “It says here on your record that you’re not 
taking any medication.” 

     Like an idiot, my first response was one that I had rehearsed for days. “Nah, 
I’m not on anything. I normally don’t get sick and when I do it’s never nothing 
more than a common cold.” 

     All she did was laugh. “Heh heh… Mr. Williams, I wasn’t inquiring about your 
medical history. I was just curious because of the sudden elevation in your blood 
pressure between now and your last visit. You don’t have to be nervous; Dr. 
Baker is one of our best physicians. She is very good at patient care. Just have a 
seat on the exam table and she will be with you soon,” she said grinning as she 
left the room.  

     In reality, I only sat on the table for about ten minutes, but it felt like forever 
and a day before the door opened and the doctor walked in. My jitters began to 
subside when I saw that she must have been carrying enough extra baggage in 
her rear to stop traffic in Times Square during rush hour. This doctor had ass for 
days. Oodles of sex appeal just oozing from her pores with a perfect complexion 
to match 

     She was barely in the room five minutes and I could already feel the sparks 
beginning to fly between us. I knew because she couldn’t stop staring in my grey 
eyes. After that I was all charms and smiles until she said, “Mr. Williams I need 
you to remove your pants and underwear and bend over the exam table for me.” 

     “Say again!” I exclaimed. Is something wrong?” I asked looking about as 
bewildered as a fish out of water. 

     “Not at all, I’m just going to check your prostate. It’s routine procedure, trust 
me,” she replied nonchalantly while walking over and locking the door. Then 
opening a small drawer beside the door she took out a pair of latex gloves and 
coated one finger with what appeared to be petroleum jelly. 

     At which point I just considered myself a dumbass, because I had no clue 
what a prostate was or how she was planning to examine it. She might as well 



have been speaking Greek, but to keep from looking any more ignorant I went 
along and did as she asked without questioning further.  

     Talk about payback. All those years of stuffing my horse dick in women’s 
asshole was coming back as I blurted “Oh shit!” upon feeling the doc’s finger 
sliding up my asshole. However, what happened next disturbed me even more.  

     Here I was bent over the table like some two-dollar whore getting my ass 
fondled, and my dick started to get harder than a sex addict on Viagra. I was like 
“WHAT THE FUCK!” I didn’t know whether to feel embarrassed or queer, but I 
couldn’t deny that that shit was arousing as hell.  

     “Is this normal?” I asked feeling ashamed, though still arrogantly turning to 
display my full nine-inch erection. 

     “Perfectly… normal, Mr. Williams,” she replied looking a bit surprised before 
sending my shock meter up a couple more notches.  

     “This… is … too…,” she added as she stooped down and began to peck 
around the head of my dick before inserting it into her mouth.  

     That shit was so unexpected I thought my dick was going to explode on 
contact with her mouth. I kept mumbling damn doc, damn doc as she performed 
the most amazing fellatio that I had ever experienced in my entire life. Ok I’m 
stretching it a bit, but that doctor did give me what the fellas and I call that fiyah 
head. She had me talking in tongues it felt so good. Maybe the fact that I was 
getting head from a fine ass doctor had something to do with it...and to think that 
I thought I had done everything. Oh but wait—it gets better. 

     That doctor was down on her knees gulping inch after inch of my dick like a 
champ, while I leaned helplessly against the table to keep my legs from buckling 
out from underneath me. This went on for no longer than three or four minutes 
tops when I swear my dick must’ve carved my initials on her tonsils. Next thing 
I’m trembling and my dicks throbbing as hot cum came rushing to the head, 
exploding with what had to be a gallons worth of cum down her throat. And would 
you believe that hot doctor didn’t miss a fucking beat; she drank it all down, 
slowly removing her finger from my asshole in the process. I was too outdone. 

     “Wooooooooo!” I gasped out of breath as she continued to suck non-stop on 
my dick until it was hard once again. She then stood and removed her white coat, 
withdrawing a condom from its pocket before tossing it aside.  

     “Here. Put this on,” she said like a stern drill sergeant, all command-like while 
handing me the condom. Then sliding off her panties, she heisted up her skirt 
and propped that juicy fat ass on the edge of the table. Eager, I wasted no time 



putting on the condom so I could get up inside her wet snatch. All nine inches of 
my dick slid inside her pussy with ease as she placed one end of her soiled 
panties in my mouth and whispered for me to bite down on it. She then bit down 
on the other end and gave it a slight tug as we fucked. Now I was really thinking 
this is some crazy shit…but what the hell. 

     The two of us were pulling back and forth on her soiled panties like rabid dogs 
fighting over a loose rag doll. She had some good, tight pussy too. That kind of 
pussy that feels so good on your dick that it makes you feel glad that you 
strapped up, because if you hadn’t you could only make it a few minutes without 
exploding. Her long, toned legs were wrapped around my waist in a death lock, 
daring me to escape. We were so loud that I was sure anyone listening at the 
door would have sworn two wild animals were mating. Our biting down pulling 
and yanking on her panties transformed normal groaning sounds into ravage 
growling and grunting noises, and with each tug I pounded her tight hole faster 
and harder like an out of control brute as she demanded more. “Harder! 
Ugh…harder…!” 

     “Yeah…shit yeah!” I cried out letting the panties fall between us while doing 
my best to fuck her senseless, ramming her insanely as her hand began to slide 
back down toward my ass again. 

     “What are doing?” I whispered unable or shall I say unwilling to stop her hand 
which continued its descent toward my Hershey highway.  

     “You know you like it.” She replied while inserting her finger into my ass again. 
As her finger penetrated my anus that second time I felt like putty in her hands. I 
wanted to say stop, but was unable to produce the word, because the truth of the 
matter was, I did like it. The more she fingered me the harder my dick got, and 
the harder my dick got the harder I fucked her.  

     Savagely I ripped the doctor’s blouse apart as if it was mere wrapping 
paper. Then as if in some timed race, I removed her bra and ravaged her breast, 
sucking and licking her nipples one by one.  

     “Shit!” I moaned as she pressed her finger inside my ass and kept it there as I 
clenched my cheeks.  

     With her legs wrapped around my back and her finger in my ass, my dick 
swelled to its peak as I slid in and out against her clit. “Oooh… Ahhh!” she 
moaned with each stroke as my dick performed surgery inside her sugar walls. 

     “Work that big dick, you sexy black muthafucker. Fuck this doctor pussy! 
Ooooo fuck it!”  



     My hormones were working double-time; she knew exactly what she was 
doing by whispering that good shit in my ear. Grabbing her legs and placing them 
over my shoulders, I gave her a few more minutes of deep power strokes before 
picking her up and carrying her to the chair. Sitting down with my back against 
the chair, she picked right up where we left off and started grinding on top of my 
pole until a cum puddle was around the base.  

     After climaxing she stood and turned her back to me and sat down and rode 
my dick until she came again. Now that she had cum twice, and I was nearing my 
second for the evening, she rode me hard and fast allowing me to bust my wad 
inside the condom. Afterwards like dead weight, my head fell down against her 
damp back, both of us huffing and puffing, nearly out of breath.  

     Once five or ten minutes had passed and I was back to breathing normal the 
doctor got up and took my blood pressure again. This time I’m happy to say that 
it was normal. That’s when she jotted down my diagnosis in my records as being 
White Coat Fever (a fear of doctors). And get this—she then said, “Welcome to 
Hunks for Lonely Nights.”  

     I was like, “Excuse me?” 

     Accompanied by a satisfied grin the doctor went on to explain to me that the 
physical was merely a part of the final interviewing process. Upon verifying that 
an applicant is free of any sexually transmitted diseases, they are then cleared to 
proceed to the final and most crucial interview. The satisfaction guaranteed 
policy of the company.  

     Explaining further she said that Hunks for Lonely Nights has a policy 
stipulating that if, for whatever reason, any customer is not satisfied with the 
services of their high-priced hunks, they are entitled to a full refund. The final 
interviewing process was designed to answer three important questions; (1) Can 
the applicant perform at a moment’s notice with little or no foreplay? (2) Can the 
applicant go numerous rounds without taking a break? (3) Is the applicant willing 
to do whatever it takes to satisfy a customer, even if that means doing things that 
might be uncomfortable. 

     I’m sure you can imagine the look on my face after hearing all of that, 
right? Out of all the recreational fucking I’d done in my life, never did I ever 
dream that my bedroom performance would one day determine my value as an 
employee. In the end I accepted the job (I’m not an idiot) and have been with the 
agency ever since. The pay is actually even better when you add in the generous 
tips that some of my clients give. Being the agency’s top ad cover model also 
helps, because I’m the first escort women see in all the company’s magazine 
ads, and believe it or not, I’ve even retired my old womanizing attitude. Working 
at the agency I learned that, for a lot of the women who come to us, it’s more 



about the male companionship, or someone that’s willing to sit and listen to 
them. Some of the women aren’t looking for sex, just a man whose motives are 
on the straight and narrow with no hidden agenda. As for my kinky clients, those 
with fetishes and taboo fantasies—where do I begin? Being with the agency has 
also taught me that there are some women (and couples) that are into some 
freaky ass shit. Bondage, spanking, golden showers and you name it and 
chances are I’ve either seen it or participated. 

     For instance, I once came across a client whose fantasy was to switch roles 
with a man. Yep, you guessed it; she wanted to put on a strap-on and fuck the 
living shit out of a man. I bet you’re probably dying to know if I did it, aren’t 
you? But remember what I told you in the beginning of the story—if I tell you then 
I would have to kill you.  

     Besides, you already got one secret to keep, and depending on how well you 
do with that secret will determine if I can trust you enough to tell you anything 
else. 

     Or you could just call and book an appointment with me. 

     All you have to do is just pick up the phone and dial 1-877-69-Hunks and 
request Alfonzo. 

     But be forewarned…you might not be able to afford me. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 

Volume Two 
 

Cumming to a bedroom near  you soon! 
 
 

Volume two- A short story collection of erotic tales from Javon64 and 
five guest authors. 

 
 
 

 

 



 

Did you enjoy yourself? 

 

If so and you would like to get involved or know someone that would 
like to get involved then read on… 

 

If you have an ad that you would like to run in one of these upcoming 
e-books and can contribute in some way to the projects feel free to 

send the details to: freakfiles@javonmania.com 

 

Erotic poets and story authors that would like to be considered for 
one of the upcoming Freak File volumes should send submissions to:  

freakfiles-submissions@javonmania.com 

 

All works must be of your own creation and not previously published 
or for sale elsewhere. Authors should also submit a very brief bio 

telling a little about themselves and how long they have been writing 
and where they hope to see their writing go. 

 

Those that are chosen for the e-books will be asked to submit a photo 
of the author to go in the book with their story or poem. 
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