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True Romance
MORNING MINGLING PROVES SWEETER THAN THE MIDNIGHT LOVING MISSED
It was a cold, cold day, and the bed was so warm. I pulled the covers more tightly under my chin as I rolled over to snuggle into Margie's back. Her long, strawberry-blonde hair gently covered my face and tickled my nose. It smelled of springtime and sunshine. Her skin was soft and hot, like a hug in the shower. A little sigh escaped from Margie's lips as I pressed my morning hard-on into the crack of her ass. She wiggled her hips and arched her backside against me slightly. She always did enjoy a little appreciation for her ass, even in her sleep.
We slept nude. It was a Saturday morning. The previous night had been one of our rare party nights. Hours of drinking with good friends and dancing to good music had given us both a healthy desire for the opposite sex. The plan was to crawl into bed for a night of screaming, barking, shake-the-headboard, scare-the-cats, call-the-fire-department, knock-the-lamps-over sex.
Two friends offered to drive us home in their van. The ride had been full of sweaty teasing. Margie had slipped her panties off earlier, to tease me while we danced a long, groping slow dance. In the darkened back of the van I had employed two fingers to explore her pussy's most sensitive spots while she stroked my cock through my jeans. In time, Margie even put her head in my lap, telling our friends she was sleepy. She pulled my zipper down, ever so quietly, and licked my swollen dickhead as a kitten licks cream.
We sat on a blanket and kept quiet so as not to arouse anyone's suspicion. The thrill of sneaking around was reminiscent of making out on her parents' couch after a late date. When my fingers quickened their rhythmic pumping in and out of her pussy, Margie muffled her little whimpers by taking as much of my prick down her throat as she could. She pulled it out to grin at me and lick her lips when I bucked my hips.
“You little wench!” I hissed into her ear.
“I like to tease,” Margie giggled. She laughed out loud when I humped my hips up toward her mouth. When she turned her head, my cockhead only managed to touch her ear. My fingers were tangled in her hair as we kissed passionately. All this movement finally drew the notice of our friends, who joked and teased and generally put a stop to our fun.
At the house our two friends, another couple, stayed to talk and drink some more. After an hour Margie disappeared, only to return in a short, red satin robe that did nothing to hide the fact that she was naked underneath. For some reason, no one got the hint until I suggested that our friends stay the night in the spare room.
I took them up to get them settled. The door had barely closed before the bed began its telltale squeaking. When I returned to the kitchen, it was clear the night had finally taken its toll. Margie was asleep, her head on the table. I carried her into bed and settled beside her for a long night of frustrated dreams.
Apparently her dreams were just as hot as mine. As I lazily floated back toward consciousness in the morning, the strong scent of Margie's pussy juice filled my senses. My hand slid along the curve of her waist and across her belly. Hugging her tightly, I slid my hard-on up and down her ass-cheeks in fast thrusts. My cock jerked and throbbed with every brush against her sweet crack. If it hadn't been morning, I would have come right then and there.
Margie moaned quietly, and her legs reflexively spread apart a little bit. My hand went gliding over the rise of her hips and down to her wet, slippery cunt. It was smooth and hot, soft, quivering and very wet. Two of my fingers drove deeply into her with one smooth thrust. Once they were in as far as I could reach, they ran in little circles around and around that little rough spot in her pussy just behind the clit. Margie's moans turned to whimpers as I rotated my wrist and circled my fingers around the smooth walls of her vagina.
“Yes, yes, yes,” was all she said when I replaced those probing fingers with my cock. Lying on my side, entering her from behind, my chest against her back, my pole only reached about halfway in. Margie responded after a few thrusts by wiggling her ass and pressing it hard against me. Then she rolled over onto her belly. I stayed with her, ramming my cock as deeply inside her as I could. She grabbed the headboard with both hands, raised herself onto her knees and pushed against every thrust with her whole body.
I grabbed her hip with my right hand, tangled my left hand in her hair and eased her onto my prick. Her back arched like a panther's. She growled deeply in her throat to complete the image of a cat in ecstasy. I pumped and pumped, deeper and harder with every move. She matched me stroke for stroke. We were sweating profusely. The sun had become noticeably brighter and higher in the sky while we fucked. I had never lasted so long in this position, and began snorting and bellowing like an animal myself. Just as the pressure in my balls built too high to hold back, Margie lay flat on her belly, then rolled over onto her back.
I lay on her belly and reached underneath to grab both ass-cheeks while I licked her right nipple. Margie screamed and bucked like a woman gone mad when she came. I kept my cock buried as deeply in her pussy as I could, and held on. Margie's pussy grabbed and sucked on my cock. The feeling drove me wild. I leaned back and grabbed her legs. She spread them as wide as they would go, and I rammed and slammed until I couldn't hold back. I bellowed and hollered.
“I love to feel you come,” Margie cooed as I lay on the bed panting and trying to come back to reality. “Want to join me in the shower?” she added.
I was still breathing hard and gasping weakly, but was not about to give up a chance to shower with this beauty. “Sure,” I said, trying to sound recovered.
In the shower, we soaped each other up. Margie paid close attention to my balls, which I keep clean-shaven for her. She says it's sexy to lick and suck them that way. This time she wasted no time getting down on her knees to enjoy them.
It took maybe two licks, combined with the sight of her kneeling in front of me, to get my prick back up to its full size. Margie swallowed the whole shaft in one move. I fell back against the wall as she bobbed up and down on my staff. She moaned almost as much as I, showing how much she was enjoying this. Just as she felt my balls tighten up to blow a load down her throat, Margie stood up and giggled. Turning around, she asked me to wash her hair.
Naturally I was frustrated, but comforted myself with the idea that I could once more rub my turgid cock along her ass and at the same time have both hands full of Margie's glorious hair. I washed and rinsed and rubbed and bucked, and whispered into her ear how hot she made me. Margie pushed back against my cock, arched her back, wiggled and giggled. Finally, when we were both clean and I expected her to turn off the water, she looked over her shoulder and asked if I could come for her again. “Oh, yes!” I replied.
She braced one hand on the wall, bent well over and reached between her legs to grab my cock and rub it against her pussy. “Do it, baby!” she yelled. I grabbed both hips and thrust. Under the hot spray we humped and pumped, until I exploded deep inside her. Margie held still and gripped my cock with her pussy until it softened and popped out. She turned to kiss me good morning, adding, “Let's spend the day in bed.”
How could I say no?—L.A., Memphis, Tennessee
TWO WOMEN, A MAN, A BEAUTIFUL HOUSE, A WORK OF ART
It was one of those rare days in Southern California. Rather than bright sunlight and cool ocean breezes, cold winds raised white, gauzy draperies of mist. Rain gently pattered down on the waxy leaves outside the window.
Lying next to me was my wife Marlene, whom I'd married just twelve months earlier. Ever amazed by her glossy black hair, and its tendency to relax into a flowing pattern that mimicked the smooth, soft contours of her slender body, I sat staring at her great, dark curls. From time to time I glanced into her jet-black eyes. Entranced by the soft shadows the dim light was pushing across the ceiling, Marlene languidly followed them with her glance as they shifted shape.
She didn't notice that I had awakened, which gave me time to gaze downward, enjoying the complete picture. The blue satin sheet clung to her naked body as though it were a second skin. Those magnificent breasts, which I had spent countless hours appreciating in my mind as well as with my lips and hands, could never be copied by a sculptor. Her thin, high waist seemed to point like an arrow toward the flare of her hips and the treasure that lay between them. From that juncture sprang two of the most beautiful legs ever seen. It was those legs that made me give up trying to paint the human figure, for no brush could ever capture her smooth, flawless skin. Thighs like a bowl of cream, calves with curves that should shame the designers of exotic cars, and sexy, thin ankles, completed the picture.
Then she turned that goddess's face, and with the softest smile on her lush lips, said, “Do you want eggs for breakfast?”
“Any other options?” I asked. Her hands, pressing lightly on my shoulders, suggested an alternative, and she met little resistance from me. So began a memorable day of unhurried pleasures.
I lay for several minutes just nuzzling her pubic hair with my lips and chin. My hands roamed over the silk of Marlene's thighs. The scent that rose from between them grew ever stronger, beckoning me to explore her mysterious depths. Finally placing my hands behind her knees and raising them, I watched her legs fall open and reveal her lovely secret. Her outer lips were already pink and swollen with impetuous desire.
Perhaps a stronger man would have sat back and observed this miracle of beauty a little longer, but I dove forward with a little cry and buried my tongue in her nectar. Her rich, thick honey coated my tongue and drove me into a frenzy. I began lapping at both her inner and outer lips, wanting to touch her everywhere with my mouth.
The pretty rosebud of her clitoris peeked shyly at me from under its hood. I rained soft kisses all over and around it. Then I closed my lips over the swollen morsel and slowly rocked my head left and right. The pace at which Marlene thrust her hips up, pressing herself against my chin, told me how fast she wanted me to move. The tempo increased steadily. So did the urgency of her surging hips. Soon I let her clit slide free, but continued shaking my head as fast as I could, my lips running smoothly over her swollen button.
When her orgasm arrived, her hips remained in the air, still vibrating but no longer banging against the bed. My mouth was plastered against her slippery opening, and Marlene twined her fingers through my hair, pressing my face even more firmly against her. She gasped and moaned for a good two minutes, then collapsed.
By noon we were both thoroughly relaxed and glowing, but the idea of rising from our bed held no charm at all. Nonetheless, there were things to do. Marlene insisted that we pull ourselves together and spend the afternoon looking at houses, something we talk about endlessly but never seem to get to. My paintings were selling well, after years of hard work, but the commitment to years of debt still scared me. Marlene melted me with a look and said, “I've made an appointment with a realtor for one hour from now. Please, lover, be nice.” How could I resist?
The house was perfect, which of course translated as out of our price range, but Marlene said it would cost nothing to look. She mentioned that the owner was the realtor, and had just lost her husband.
Lilly made an immediate impression. She was perhaps fifteen years our senior, but her face and figure gave no clue to the fact. As she walked us through the spacious rooms, her heels clicked almost musically on the marble floors. Furnished with style and taste, the house also displayed some of the finest art we had seen in some time. Nearly all the works were by the same artist. Many were nudes, and many of the nudes were of Lilly, well-painted pictures of her flowing red hair and graceful body. She explained that her late husband was the painter, and the next stop on our tour would be his studio.
I was, of course, instantly engrossed in a close study of the studio. Lilly told us that she had an appointment, and we offered to leave, but she suggested that we make ourselves comfortable. Saying she would return in about an hour, she left us in her husband's beautifully appointed workroom. It had huge northern windows, a twenty-foot ceiling, and room for monumental canvases. We were both aghast at its sheer size.
Marlene walked over to the daybed in the center of the room. A sly smile told me what was on her mind. “Maybe we can't own it, but we could make love here just this once,” she said. As she slipped out of her dress, she spun like a ballerina, letting the sun play on her porcelain skin. Marlene has never been one to appreciate underwear, so as soon as her dress slid to the floor, she reclined naked on the bed. Her head on the pillow, one leg raised at the knee, she instructed, “Off with those clothes, lover.”
Leaving a trail of my clothes, I advanced toward the bed, but stopped short when, from behind me, I heard a gasp.
Turning, I saw Lilly in the studio door with a bottle of champagne in one hand and three glasses in the other. Staring and short of breath, she walked quickly to the table by the bed and set everything down. Marlene had not moved. She sat on the bed wide-eyed with embarrassment.
Lilly turned and smiled at me, then turned to Marlene. She bent over the bed and firmly planted a quick kiss on Marlene's lips. Then she stood up, slipped off her dress and knelt, spread-legged, over Marlene. She again kissed Marlene, then turned her head to me and said, “I am sure you can afford this house.”
Marlene looked at Lilly, but spoke to me: “Lick her real good, lover, because I want this real bad.”
Always one to face a challenge head-on, I moved to the foot of the bed and caressed the soft, white cheeks of Lilly's bottom. It was perhaps a little wider than when her husband had painted her, but no less firm. Bending forward, I placed a kiss on either cheek. At the same time, Lilly was laying kiss after kiss on Marlene's lips, eyes and cheeks. The breasts of the two women were pressed together, flattened by the pressure of their rapidly increasing passion. When Lilly lifted herself for a moment to look at Marlene's face, I could see that both women's nipples were swollen, wrinkled and as dark as cherries.
Using both hands, I parted Lilly's thighs to make way for my exploring tongue. Her scent was different from Marlene's, but no less pungent or compelling. The groans that greeted my first licks let me know that it had been some time since she had been caressed by anyone but herself.
At the first touch of my mouth, she trembled and collapsed forward. The two women continued to explore each other with their lips, their bodies molded one against the other. I separated Marlene's legs as well, and now had access to two lovely treasures at once. Immediately taking advantage of the fact, I ran my tongue from the bottom of Marlene's opening to the top of Lilly's, then plunged back down again. Soon both women were writhing in ecstasy, their copious fluids mixing in a delightful carnal cocktail, which I lapped up as fast as I could.
Marlene was the first to reach her release. She threw her arms around her newfound friend and held her tightly. Lilly held both of Marlene's nipples between the tips of her long fingers, as Marlene thrashed beneath the attentions of my tongue.
When Marlene's climax had begun to subside, I turned my attention to Lilly. Burying my tongue deep inside her vagina, I stroked in and out while circling her clitoris with my thumb. As she came closer and closer to orgasm, I moved more and more slowly, until at last her climax rolled out of her in a long, strong, steady flow, accompanied by a moan that came from the depths of her soul.
The two women lay side by side on their backs in luxurious relaxation, holding hands and feeling the sun on their skin. Lilly stirred lazily and, looking at me, said, “Don't you want your release, too?”
“Oh yes,” I replied. “But sometimes I get it in a different way.” And I returned to my task of setting up an easel and mixing paints, then added to my explanation: “I'll be fine, as long as the light holds out.”—S.C., San Diego, California
COMING TOGETHER AGAIN, AFTER BEING APART FOR MUCH TOO LONG
Over the hiss of the shower she heard the front door slam. Her husband yelled, “I'm home, honey!”
She kept quiet, knowing he would find her sooner or later, and anticipating his reaction when he did. She heard him wandering around the house until he finally reached the luxurious bathroom that graced the master bedroom of their large, ranch style house in the Canadian Rockies.
Through the rippled glass of the shower door, she could just make out his form.
“You okay in there?”
“Yes, honey, I'm fine. Thanks.”
“Can I get you a towel?”
“No thanks, I can get one!”
“Well, I guess I've just about run out of excuses to come in there.”
“Since when did you ever need an excuse?”
While saying this, she seductively swung open the glass shower door. The steam and filtered light silhouetted her form just so, her curves seeming to glow in the dimness, her nipples crinkling in the cold air, her hair wet and slicked back from her face.
She had one arm high on the shower door, the other hidden behind her, and her full, ripe breasts had never looked so enticing. Tiny, crystalline drops of water dangled from their watermelon-colored tips. Her body shimmered with dampness and steam, her legs smooth and her place of pleasure smoothly shaved. He could clearly see the precious cleft that enclosed her sweet pleasure-button, and the rosy petals, already moist from the shower's heat, growing moister from within.
She beckoned to him with a finger, and he slipped off his tie and shirt, not wanting to remove his pants just yet, not wanting to return to the torrid pace of the workaday world. He wanted their time together to last, needed it to, and if he allowed himself to be too close to her right now, he wouldn't be able to control the desire that burned like white fire in his loins.
He stepped toward the shower, his chest, slightly tanned and sporting a tattoo of a large dragon, already sweaty from the excitement of seeing her like this. He let his hands roam over her for a moment, feeling the wetness of her body, the heat, the wonderful curves that had made him so happy for so long. He reached up to cup a breast, and marveled at its heavy fullness in his hand. He kissed the tightly knotted nipple, gently at first, but with ever-increasing passion, as his need for her grew until he could control it no longer.
His trousers seemed to fall away, freeing his manhood from its confines. It forced itself out into the steamy air, fragrant with the aroma of her womanhood. He slipped his hand between her firm thighs as she whispered his name and bent her knees slightly, opening herself to him. He felt her slick juices on his fingertips and brought them to her mouth. She sucked his fingers furiously, tasting herself, tasting her need for his love, his embrace.
He sensed her readiness and, removing the rest of his clothing, stepped into the shower with her. Closing the door behind him, he shut out the world, giving them time and space to relish each other's company. Here and now they could enjoy each other's body in a way that had lately been rare and, therefore, treasured.
Their bodies, wet and heated, slid together in a passionate embrace. He took her head in his hands and parted her quivering lips with his thrusting tongue, searching and exploring her. She returned his caresses, kneading his ass with her small, gentle hands. He felt his loins tighten at her touch, and his erection throbbed between her legs. He pivoted his hips back and forth a few times, the water creating a wonderful friction when it was mixed with her sweet, musky juices.
She cried out for him and placed one leg around his hips, begging him to carry her to the heights of ecstasy, but he refused, groaning that it was too soon. He wanted to give her pleasure in a way she'd never forget.
He lifted her ass onto the low shelf of the shower wall, knelt between her glistening thighs and moaned at the way her petals opened up to him, revealing her dark, moist passageway. As she began to shudder, he teased her swollen clit with the very tip of his tongue, making her cry out and grasp his hair, pulling him closer. He drank the sweet honey from her special place, swallowing it in great gulps as the water cascaded down her breasts and belly. He sucked hungrily at her, licking and nibbling her until she felt faint. Ass perched on the edge of the shelf, back arched and head thrown back, hair matted in wet tangles over her burning brow and well-toned shoulders, she began to heave and buck. Her legs were raised high and her ankles rested on his shoulders, tightening in pleasure as he teased her.
Finally he stood, and let his large erection bump against her open lips, slightly parted now to welcome him. She stuck out her rosy pink tongue and touched him there, tasting his salt, letting it ride over her tongue, letting him wait.
Suddenly she took him deep in her mouth, swirling her tongue around his knob, making him stiffen with shock and pleasure. She heard him groan, and felt him place his hands lightly on her head, guiding her, encouraging her. She drew back and, using her tongue quickly and ticklingly, she moved down his shaft again, clasping her lips tightly around the base of his cock and sucking as hard as she dared, making him cry out. She sucked harder, enjoying his reaction to her caresses. She released his cock and held it gently, lifting it slightly so she could get at his firm balls, taking one in her mouth and kissing it with her tongue. She hummed, and the sweet vibration sent incredible shock waves through him.
She loved him this way for a little longer. Then they both stood and she kissed his lips. Staring into her eyes, he hoisted her so that her legs were wrapped around his waist. When she felt the soft tip of his manhood bump against her place of pleasure, she angled herself so that he slid slowly in, making her spurt with wetness and push herself to him in her need. He drew back and rammed into her, needing her urgently. His balls slapped her ass as he pounded into her, their wet bodies making squishing sounds as they moved, the odor of their coupling wafting to them through the steam, the friction bringing them to absolute ecstasy.
Their motions slowed, and he lowered her to the shower floor, still straddling him. They shared their long-held passion until she felt him shudder, as his life spilled into her. She rested her head against his strong shoulder and sighed.
He remained in her until the water turned cold. Then they dried each other with massive towels and went to their bed, where they lost no time in making up for the weeks they had been apart.—B.B., Augusta, Maine
LIGHTNING STRIKES TWICE—OUTSIDE THE WINDOW AND IN THE BEDROOM
As the rain poured and the thunder cracked outside, my lover's eyes sparkled in the candlelight. I live for that fire in Robin's eyes and the way it lights her face when she sees me. Robin is so beautiful. Her tan skin is so soft and responsive to the touch of my hands. Her desire for our love radiates with an intensity unlike anything I've ever felt before.
We kissed, and I closed my eyes and felt her breasts press against me. With my fingertips I gently caressed her face and stroked her beautiful hair. Barely touching her skin with my hands, lightly brushing her lips with mine, I started to drive her wild. Knowing how much she desired me gave me a deep surge of fulfillment. Neither of us wanted our embrace to end.
I could have kissed Robin for hours, my lips pressed against hers, slightly parted, our tongues tangled. Instead I opened my eyes and broke the kiss so that I could look at the rest of my darling. I moved my hands along Robin's neck, her shoulders, arms and breasts. I couldn't get enough of Robin's body. My fingers wandered underneath the straps of her red negligee and slid it down her shoulders, exposing her perfect, round breasts. Teasing her breasts with my mouth and hands, I avoided her nipples as long as I could will myself to resist. Robin's nipples were hard, and so was I, as her hands began to roam over my body. Our breathing was heavy, our bodies hot—it was heaven for both of us.
We continued exploring each other's body, yearning for each other. I moved my kisses lower, moving around Robin's love-nest but avoiding direct contact, kissing and touching every where except the center of her desires. Her body was begging for release. Breathing lightly on the lips of her pussy, I extended my tongue and moved it along the outside of her labia, from bottom to top, then down the other side. Next my tongue ran along the insides of her lips, lightly at first, then harder.
Finally I approached Robin's musky entrance, and began pushing my tongue as far inside her as I could. Her pussy is so soft, and it tastes sweeter than a dream. When at last I focused my attention on her clit, it grew inside my mouth as I sucked on it. Robin climaxed again and again, spreading her juices all over my face. The waves started low, rose to a furious intensity and then subsided.
I moved up to kiss her again, and our lips met with as much passion as before. Kissing me, she used her tongue and mouth to taste her own sweet juices. Robin couldn't get enough of her slick essence, and the sight of her tongue darting here and there, seeking the feminine flavor, deeply excited me.
She was on fire as she grabbed my hardness. Robin wanted to take it in her mouth. With her tongue she teased me for the longest time, finally engulfing my cock. Oh, what a feeling it was, having her warm mouth all over me. Her breasts rubbed against my legs, my balls, my shaft. I was breathing so heavily that my face started to tingle. Then slowly the warm, prickling sensation spread through the rest of my body. I felt her hair and her skin with my hands. I wanted to explode in her mouth, to see my come dripping from the corners.
But not this time—I wanted more to be inside her. Robin gasped that she longed to feel my hardness inside her. Straddling my cock, Robin slowly swallowed my cock with her velvet sheath. My penis seemed to swell until it filled her up inside. The feeling is difficult to describe, but I know I'll never forget it. I rolled on top of her and surrounded her body totally with mine, slowly moving in and out of her. At first I went in and out just an inch at a time, then another inch, until we could no longer bear the pleasure and I buried my cock inside my beloved. I pulled out the entire length, then slid in again repeatedly, stimulating her clit by moving my cock back and forth as I reached the deepest part on each stroke. Intense pleasure built inside our bodies. Our climaxes couldn't be stopped, and we writhed in each other's arms as our bodies exploded from an overdose of lovemaking.
I will remember this always as the most sensuous and passionate experience in my life.—A.M., Chicago, Illinois
THE BEST LOVERS ALWAYS START OUT AS FRIENDS FIRST
I've been friends with a wonderful man for years. His name is Eric. He is very handsome with a beautiful, warm smile and a great personality. We've always been close and have often had conversations about sex but we never actually made love together until one night last month when I decided to seduce him.
After thinking about it for a while I concocted a scheme. Eric has his own business so I arranged for a friend of mine to call him and make an appointment to discuss a business venture with him. This person asked Eric to meet him at his hotel since he would only be in town for one night. Of course I was the one who had something to discuss with him.
When Eric got to the door on the prearranged night he found a note telling him to come in and make himself at home. He walked in to find the room filled with candles and roses. There was a bottle of chilled champagne with two glasses sitting on the coffee table next to a tray of caviar and a bowl of fruit. He called out, “Hello,” thinking he must have the wrong room.
I walked out wearing a black lace bustier with garters, black nylons and high-heeled pumps. His jaw dropped in shock as I walked slowly toward him. He couldn't take his eyes off my full breasts, which were peeking over the top of the low-cut bustier just enough to give a hint of my pink nipples. I closed the door behind him and poured us both a glass of champagne.
I took one look into his passion-filled eyes and knew I couldn't wait any longer. I pressed myself against him, pushing him against the wall. The full force of his masculinity so close to me was overwhelming. I looked into his eyes and hungrily gave him a deep, probing kiss. I could feel the tip of his growing cock pressing into the small space between my legs.
Pulling myself away from him I lay back on the sofa. After slowly taking off my panties I wet my finger and started massaging my juicy cunt. He looked at me with a devilish smile and the bulge in his pants grew larger.
I took a banana from the fruit bowl, peeled it and started to mold a penis out of it with my teeth and fingernails. I pulled him over and unzipped his pants, freeing his cock so I would have a model for my sculpture. I ran my fingernail down the length of the banana to make the underside ridge and then I used my teeth to carve the tip. At the same time I fondled Eric's rock-hard cock to make sure I got it right.
When my sculpture was perfect I began to lick the banana, my long tongue caressing the soft, curved flesh. Eric's breathing got heavier. I pulled him toward me and closed my lips around the tip of his cock, sucking it deep into my mouth.
His hands pulled the straps of my bustier off my shoulders and he slowly searched my breasts until he zeroed in on my hard nipples. I moaned with pleasure from the combination of his rock-hard cock in my mouth and the feel of his fingers slowly moving across my sensitive nipples. I let the shaft of his penis slowly slide out of my mouth and then pressed it between my large breasts, never releasing the head of his long cock. He moaned with pleasure as I slowly licked up the pre-come that dripped out of his cock.
Suddenly he pulled me up to him, pressing my breasts against his broad chest. He began kissing me deeply and passionately. I ran my fingers across his nipples as he worked his way down to my wet pussy. He separated my labia with his fingers and placed his tongue on my clit. The pleasure was so intense I couldn't stop moaning. Every flick of his tongue brought me closer and closer to orgasm. Finally I couldn't stand it any longer. I had to have him inside me.
I turned around and bent over, pressing my ass against his cock. I could feel the head of his huge cock nestled at the entrance of my vagina, probing gently. I guided him into my moistness. He slid in inch by inch until our bodies touched.
The sensation of his large cock moving slowly inside me drove me to a frenzy. His lips began to wander down my neck and my nipples hardened in readiness as his fingers played over them. As I ran my fingers up his thigh and around his balls he moaned loudly.
“Fuck me,” was all I could utter as his hands gripped my hips. In perfect unison we thrust against each other. His fingers rubbed my clit and I screamed as the sensation took me over the edge. The spasms of my climax made him come and I could feel his prick convulsing inside me as his warm come filled me. We collapsed, sighing in pleasure, totally spent.
As we lay there I murmured, “I've wanted this for so long!” He took me in his arms and gently kissed me. “Me too!” he said.—L.S., Austin, Texas
DARING DUO RISK EXTRAMARITAL EXPOSURE WITH PUBLIC PLAY
Sara and I have enjoyed a loving relationship for more than six years. We are both married to other people and accept that it has to stay that way. Therefore we are very careful about keeping our relationship a secret because we do not want to lose either what we have together or separately. Fortunately from time to time we get the opportunity to enjoy each other's company and to express our pent-up feelings and passions.
On one of the rare occasions that both of our spouses were out of town I suggested we go out for a romantic dinner. Sara had a better idea. We live very close to the ocean and she wanted to have a sunset picnic of sushi on the beach.
As soon as I left work I went to her favorite Japanese restaurant, ordered an assortment of sushi and a carafe of sake. Sushi is such a sensual food. It was a perfect choice for the evening we had planned.
We met at a previously agreed upon spot: a sand dune that is topped by wooden walkways and benches so people can just sit and look out at the ocean and enjoy the balmy breezes. The walkways start about ten feet from a very busy street that runs parallel to the beach. We laid out a blanket at the base of the dune within fifty feet of the ramp that comes down from the top. It was still light out when we sat down.
Sara is a beautiful blonde with sexy blue eyes and a smile and body that make both older and younger men lust after her. She's a flirt and loves male attention. She takes pride in herself and dresses in a way that makes most of her contemporaries jealous.
I poured the sake and we toasted our evening together. I spread out the sushi and we began to eat.
Although we need to keep our relationship a secret, Sara and I can't help being exhibitionists when we're together as far as showing our passion for one another is concerned. Although we are over thirty we sometimes act more like teenagers. I guess we like shocking people.
Well, we ate most of the food and drank through about half of the sake before we began caressing one another and engaging in our typical deep-throat kissing. The remaining wine got kicked over and the food pushed aside but by this time we were too turned on to care.
We were both dressed briefly. Sara wore a low-cut top tied below her full breasts and a pair of shorts. I had on shorts and a tank top. While we kissed we began pulling off each other's clothes and it was only moments before we were completely nude. People were walking by in the sand but we just didn't care.
As we knelt back and looked at each other, Sara commented that she loves the sight of a naked man.
I lay Sara down and began slowly kissing her body all over, hesitating only slightly at her soft and sensually aromatic bush on my way to her toes. This really turns her on, especially when I stop and visit those gorgeous tits on the return trip. Her nipples are large and dark, and the velvety texture of her skin and the firmness of her flesh are enough to keep me happily kissing and sucking for a long time. I began to finger her moist, swollen clit while I alternated between kissing her mouth and her tits.
But there was more to indulge in and I soon proceeded back down the center of her torso. I probed her belly button with the tip of my tongue. Then I teased my way down to that golden bush, which rivaled the beauty of the moon just visible above the horizon.
We both had fleeting fears that the police, who patrol regularly, would either happen by or be called to the scene by someone who was offended by our antics. But we were too far gone to even consider stopping.
I was lost in the wonderful taste and smell of her pussy and I wasn't about to relinquish her until she had been satisfied. I've been told I have a talented mouth and I proceeded to apply what I had learned would give her the most pleasure. I nibbled lightly on her swollen clit and then slid my tongue into her. She raised her hips to meet my tongue. Then it was back to teasing and licking her clit. Sara held off as long as she could but was soon gushing oceans of love juice and writhing all over the blanket.
As soon as Sara calmed down a bit I kissed her while I held her close. After all it's love that keeps us together, and the sex is so much more pleasurable because of our feelings for one another.
Sara said, “Now it's my turn.” She turned us over and let her mouth dance lovingly over my chest and stomach. My pole was throbbing by the time she teased her way down to it. She knelt between my legs and began to suck on my cockhead, drawing out the pre-come and relishing its taste. She slid her hands under my buttocks and pulled me up into her waiting mouth. She would alternate between encircling the tip of my prick with her tongue and driving her head down to the base of my tool. I enjoyed the sweet sensation as long as I could but my cock was soon exploding down her throat. She swallowed every drop, which always pleases me. She stayed there sucking me until I was totally dry.
We had not been conscious of our surroundings for a long time so we nervously looked around to see if we had drawn an audience. Luckily we hadn't. We caught our breath as we stood and held each other close.
It was getting dark and Sara was expecting a call from her husband shortly so we put on our clothes, picked up our belongings and climbed back to where our cars were parked. We really had no idea if the looks we received were in appreciation, envy or disdain. Looking into each other's eyes, we knew that we had just enjoyed something that would stay with us for the rest of our lives. We kissed deeply and proceeded to our cars.
When I got home I found that Sara had left her panties around the base of my passenger mirror. I've kept them as a keepsake and she has kept the sake glasses and carafe as a reminder of one of our most glorious and passionate evenings.
The public exposure enhanced the passion far beyond what we would have normally experienced. We don't know if we will ever top this fantasy fulfillment but we will certainly keep striving to do so.—J.K., Tampa, Florida
COWORKERS WHO RUB EACH OTHER THE RIGHT WAY FIND THEY MAKE A GREAT TEAM
The company I work for has an important client in England and it was my turn to fly to London to take care of some business. Accompanying me on this trip was my coworker Mae, who incidentally is one of the sexiest women I have ever known. Mae and I often travel together and we get along very well.
One of the biggest drawbacks of traveling to Europe is the jet lag you experience while adjusting to a new time zone. My usual method of combating jet lag is to try to stay awake until what is considered to be a normal bedtime for the local time zone. Since I knew my coworker would be accompanying me on this trip, I decided we should try something a little different to keep us awake until then.
When we arrived at our hotel near Hyde Park I suggested that she take a nice warm bath to wash away the grime of the trip and the stiffness of her muscles. Then I told her to wrap herself in a big towel and give me a call when she was through. She said that sounded intriguing and went off to carry out my suggestions. Meanwhile I took a shower, shaved, changed into a pair of running shorts and a tank top and waited for the phone to ring.
About twenty minutes later she called and said that she was ready for me. Grabbing some massage oil, I headed across the hall to her room.
Upon arrival I told her to lie down on the bed on her stomach so I could give her a back rub. After she lay facedown on the bed I rearranged the towel to give me easier access to her back and other parts of her anatomy.
I slowly began to rub her shoulders and neck, applying some of the oil to make my hands slide more easily across her lovely skin. After a while I began to massage her arms and back, continuing down her body until I came to the towel, which draped over her lovely, tight ass. I then began to massage her legs, starting at her toes and slowly working my way back up her body, getting closer and closer to her inner thighs. I removed the towel and, using more oil, massaged her ass. Though she had been purring earlier she now moaned softly.
I continued this for another twenty minutes or so, massaging her ass, back and neck. Then I replaced the towel on her ass and asked her to turn over so that I could massage the front of her body. Without hesitation she turned over and readjusted the towel to cover her pubic area but to my surprise left her breasts bare. Starting at her neck and using the oil liberally, I massaged her chest, just touching her breasts but not her nipples—at least not yet! I continued to work my way down her stomach until I once again reached the towel. At this point just like before I moved to her feet and started to massage my way back up her body. But this time I occasionally let my hand graze her pubic mound. Each time my hand passed over her pussy she let out a slight moan. After about fifteen minutes of this I poured some more oil onto her chest and slowly began to massage her breasts, this time teasing her nipples to hardness.
As I rubbed her breasts and stomach she pulled off the towel, put one of my hands on her clit and moaned loudly. Taking the hint I slowly massaged her clit and her nipples, and she continued to moan and squirm around on the bed. About twenty minutes later she clamped her legs together and had her first orgasm of the evening.
After she recovered she said it was my turn for a full-body massage. I took off my tank top and running shorts, exposing my hard-on. She reached over, gave my cock a squeeze and a quick kiss, and said, “This is just a little sample of what you're going to get later.”
I climbed onto the bed and she switched positions with me. She started to rub the oil onto my neck and shoulders, mimicking my movements. Since she is such a petite person she was able to sit on me while she was performing the massage.
The real fun began when she asked me to turn over onto my back so that she could massage my front. At this point my cock was so hard it ached. Starting at my neck she worked her way down my chest, her dainty fingers just brushing against my skin. When she got too close to my cock she moved down and started massaging my feet. As she slowly worked her way back up my legs I could see that she was looking at my cock with hunger in her eyes.
When she reached my crotch she poured some oil onto my balls and slowly worked it into my skin, which drove me crazy. Finally she poured some over my cock and started giving me a hand-job like I've never had before.
After what seemed like days but in reality was about fifteen minutes I warned her I was going to come. She increased the pace and aimed my cock at her tits. I exploded, covering her nipples with my come.
After I caught my breath I massaged my come into her chest. I then poured some oil on her and rubbed it in, paying special attention to her soaking wet pussy. I kept massaging her clit and pussy until she had another orgasm.
By this time I was once again hard as a rock. She had me lie down on the bed, then she poured some oil on my cock and began to massage it again. After about ten minutes she crawled up my body, positioned her dripping wet pussy over my hard cock and slowly lowered herself onto it until it was in her all the way.
She started to fuck my cock using just her pussy muscles. As she massaged my cock I began to rub her tits using some more oil. The sensation of having her pussy massage my cock while the rest of her body stayed still is hard to describe. I had never felt anything like that before! After thirty minutes of rubbing her breasts while she massaged my cock, we both came together in what has to be the most intense orgasm I have ever had in my life.
Afterward we realized that it was almost nine o'clock and we were glad to see that we had been able to stay awake (it was three in the morning according to my internal clock). We hopped off the bed and took a shower together to clean off some of the oil. I started to get dressed to return to my room but Mae said, “Please spend the night with me.”
How could I say no? I pulled off my clothes and climbed in bed with her. After a good night's sleep we awoke early, refreshed and ready to start a new day. The rest of our time in London was also terrific but that's another story.—T.A., Stowe, Vermont
WEEKEND GETAWAY TURNS INTO A THREE-DAY FESTIVAL OF SUN, FUN AND SEX
My lover Ted and I live in different cities so most of our meetings have been on the run—an afternoon here, an evening there. But last week for the first time we were able to spend three incredible days and four glorious nights together.
I flew in to his city and he picked me up at the airport on Thursday evening. We hadn't been together in seven weeks and the passion was running at an all-time high. I'm sure the people in the airport knew it! The moment I saw him standing there waiting my pussy got wet.
Ted gave me a big bear hug and there was no mistaking the large bulge in his tight jeans. We could hardly contain ourselves in the car, feeling and groping each other and exchanging long, deep kisses at red lights. Our destination was a beautiful beach front hotel and we couldn't wait to get there. We looked forward to caressing each other's body and enjoying more hot kisses. He is a terrific lover with incredible staying power. Our bodies fit together perfectly and he always brings me exquisite pleasure.
We finally arrived and unpacked. We had a dinner reservation so we just lay down on the bed and rubbed against each other like two teenagers afraid to go any further. I wrapped my legs around his, and we rocked and rubbed. It felt great. When he changed his clothes I got a chance to kiss and lick his magnificent cock as an appetizer (my favorite first course). Then off we went to the restaurant. I'm sure the food was good but I hardly tasted it. I was saving my appetite for more of that great cock for dessert.
Back in the room we undressed each other slowly and reacquainted ourselves with each other's body. Ted has the most incredible body I have ever lusted after. He is all man—hard, lean and very strong. His muscles are beautifully defined and he has the greatest ass I have ever had my hands on. Do men object to having their cocks called beautiful? Well, his is. It seems to always be erect and very hard, like marble. Its size is perfect for me—about nine inches and just the right thickness. Ted shaves his balls and that really turns me on! He tells me he loves my body too. I'm a small woman, only five feet two (36-24-36), and I do have to admit I have great boobs and a fantastic ass. My breasts are very round with small brown nipples that beg to be sucked. My ass is high and firm and my shaved pussy is very tight.
We got into a hot shower and rubbed soap all over each other. His slippery body felt wonderful. My hand kept going back to his dick as I jacked him off and caressed his soapy balls. He rubbed his hands around and around my breasts and teased my nipples, then caressed my hot pussy and my ass-cheeks. We toweled each other off, licking the excess water from each other's body.
He led me into the bedroom, laid me down on the bed and spread my legs wide. His tongue was in me so quickly that it startled me. My fingers entwined in his long, curly hair and I pulled his face into my love-box. Oh, that man knew what to do with his tongue! He didn't miss one single erogenous zone. He licked and sucked my clit and then pushed his tongue deep into my hole. I was in ecstasy and begged him to fuck me. He licked and sucked my pussy until I was completely lost in passion, engulfed by waves of orgasm.
Suddenly he was on me and in me. His hard tool drove into me faster and deeper. He touched places inside me no one's ever touched before. We were both moaning and grinding into each other. After what seemed like hours we exploded together in our first massive orgasm of the weekend. That one was just the beginning of many more to come.
Afterward we lay there catching our breath. The time had finally come for me to savor the dessert I'd been dreaming of all evening. I love to suck on Ted's dick and he is always ready for me to go down on him. He was hard again almost immediately but I made him wait while I licked and kissed his body. He tasted of salt mixed with his cologne and my perfume.
Starting at his lips I worked my way down his neck and across his chest, stopping to suck on his hard nipples. I continued down his taut, flat stomach, encircling his navel with my tongue. I temporarily bypassed his throbbing cock and went directly for his balls. They were musky with the scent of our sex and tasted delicious. I sucked them into my mouth and gently rolled them around on my tongue. They kept slipping out so I'd catch them with my tongue and pull them back in. I pulled his knees up so I could have better access to his scrotum. After circling his balls one last time I worked back up to the tip of his cock. I could taste my own juices on his shaft. He rewarded me with a few drops of pre-come, which I savored on the tip of my tongue.
My pussy was throbbing and I knew it wouldn't be long before I was coming myself but I held back. I circled his cock with my tongue, kissing it and teasing it. His cock was completely engulfed in my mouth and I slid my mouth up, down and around, sucking every inch of him and sliding the head of his cock to the back of my throat. Ted was moaning and bucking and I knew that he was ready to explode. I sucked harder and he shot his come down my throat.
He quickly pulled me on top of him and sat me on his cock, which was still hard. Rocking and moaning, I came in an incredible orgasm that left me weak and exhausted.
After a short nap nestled together like spoons I awoke to feel his hard dick probing me from behind. I raised my left leg and put it over his so that he could slide his cock into me. We lay there for a while, staying perfectly still, just enjoying the sensations. We were both still half asleep and the closeness felt exquisite. We made small, slow, almost dreamlike movements, gently making love in this fashion for almost an hour. We came simultaneously without ever changing positions. I'm not sure if we even fully woke up until our mutual orgasm. Then we drifted off to sleep again.
The next day we left for a fabulous resort in the desert. We had our own little cabin with a private pool and spa. After we settled in we went straight to the pool, stripped off our clothes and jumped in. It was very hot out and it seemed as if our bodies sizzled as we hit the cool water.
We kissed and caressed passionately, our naked bodies pressing up against each other in the water. Ted lifted me up and I wrapped my legs around his waist as his cock slid into my pussy. He moved in and out of me slowly at first, then propped me against the side of the pool and fucked me long and hard. He brought me to a rather intense orgasm before lifting me off his cock.
Ted, who hadn't come yet, sat on the steps of the pool. His dick was sticking up halfway out of the water. I licked the tip, then wrapped my lips around the shaft and slid down it. My face was underwater when I reached the base of his cock. I was enjoying blowing him so much that I didn't want him to come right away. When he did I pulled back so that his hot come spurted into the water, and we watched it float away.
Ted pulled me out of the pool, led me inside and laid me down on the bed. With two fingers he spread my pussy lips. My body was still wet from the pool and my cunt was dripping with excitement. He sucked up my juices and teased my clit with his tongue and fingers. He left me for a moment and returned with a very lifelike vibrator. He turned it on and slid it into me. I reached down and stroked his cock at the same time, bringing it to full erection.
Ted worked the vibrator in and out of me. It was an exhilarating feeling to have the vibrator buzzing in my pussy while he licked my clit. My orgasms were coming in long, steady waves. When one would end another would start.
I wanted him to enjoy it too, so he pulled the vibrator out of my pussy and replaced it with his throbbing cock. We rocked and rolled all over the bed, having fun with our new toy.
Afterward we were both exhausted. He fell asleep and I got up and put on the very tiny thong bikini he had bought me. It barely covered my nipples and pussy. I got a cold beer from the fridge and sat outside on the deck. I decided I'd read for a while. I got the copy of Penthouse Letters Ted had brought. While I was reading I got so hot from the sun and the letters that I spent the rest of the afternoon playing with my nipples and clit. When I got to the point of no return I climbed into the Jacuzzi. I positioned my twat in front of one of the jets and treated myself to a very private and sensuous orgasm.
That night we had dinner at a Greek restaurant where we were entertained by a belly dancer. The woman had a very voluptuous body and every move was extremely sensual. We ate our meal while watching her and touching each other under the table. I felt very sexy in the new dress Ted had brought me. It molds to my body and really shows it off, especially since my breasts were spilling out of the top. I had fun watching the waiters check me out.
When we left we were both thinking that we'd like to take the dancer home with us. I knew we both wanted to play with those large breasts, which she had been enticing us with all evening. We were so excited driving home that I wasn't sure if we were going to make it in one piece. When we finally arrived safely, he began undressing me as we walked to our cabin. There was only a small hedge separating us from a busy street. He pulled my dress off, exposing my bare ass to anybody passing by.
Once inside, I excused myself to put on a very sexy nightgown, which I had bought for this very occasion. It was floor-length satin with slits all the way up the front of both legs. My breasts spilled out of the top with my nipples just visible. Ted loved it, especially when I told him I'd bought it just for him.
As he lay on the bed I pulled up the gown and straddled his naked body. Reaching up, he ran his hands all over me. The combination of the soft satin and his hands on my body felt wonderful. We probed each other's mouth with our tongues. Did I mention that his kisses are the best I've ever experienced? He can bring me to orgasm just by kissing me, and he did. We had another fantastic night of lovemaking. Somewhere along the way I lost that sexy nightgown but I don't even remember how.
We spent Saturday morning making lazy love, playing in the pool, laughing and just enjoying each other's company. Early in the afternoon my lover called the front desk and ordered a VCR for the room. We both watched the delivery boy install the machine and I know we were both considering the possibility of a threesome. But somehow we both knew that this wasn't the right person or time.
Ted had made a little love-nest on the floor in front of the TV with pillows from the sofa and blankets from the bed. We settled in to watch a movie. It was a shock to discover that the lead character was a hermaphrodite. The star had a beautiful face, full breasts and a functioning set of male and female organs with which she/he fucked everybody in the room! It was wild and kinky—a real turn-on. We got sidetracked with some kinky play of our own and never saw the lead character reach her climax because we were so busy with our own. I brought Ted to a ball-splitting climax with the vibrator buzzing against his balls while I rode him for all I was worth.
That night after dinner and numerous glasses of wine we smoked a joint. I wanted to make his evening memorable so I asked him to sit down on the sofa while I put on a cassette of Joe Cocker (just the name makes me hot!). I did a slow, sexy striptease, first removing my tight black skirt and then my blacklace blouse. I unhooked my garters and sensuously slid my stockings down my legs one at a time. All that was left was a blacklace bustier and a G-string. I got close enough for him to reach out and touch me but didn't permit him to do so until I said so. I danced around some more before stripping naked.
Once I was totally bare I danced over to him and pressed my pussy into his face. After slowly undressing him I finally allowed him to touch me. I played with his stiff dick, rubbing it between my full breasts. Finally we went on to bigger, better things.
Sunday was our day of rest—after we had spent the morning making sweet, sensual love. Fortunately our trip back to the city was relaxing, because we were both exhausted. He left me at the hotel to run some errands and I spent the afternoon reflecting back on our wonderful weekend and writing this letter.
That evening we had a romantic dinner together. I don't quite know why but our lovemaking that night was beyond anything we'd ever experienced together. I screamed in ecstasy as each wave of orgasm ripped through me. I knew that with this man I had found my true sexual identity.—T.O., Los Angeles, California
HE'S GOT THE WEDDING BELLE BLUES UNTIL BRIDESMAID COLORS HIS WORLD
My best friend Nick got married last September and I was one of the ushers. I had just broken off a relationship and was looking for female companionship to relieve my sexual tension. But when Nick informed me that all the bridesmaids were married or going steady I figured I was out of luck.
At the rehearsal dinner Sharon, the bride, told me that the bridesmaid who was to be my partner had just broken up with her boyfriend and would be attending the wedding alone. Sharon asked me if I would dance with Miriam and entertain her because she was very depressed. Being a good friend, I assured Sharon that I would do my best.
While eating dinner that night I tried to make small talk with Miriam but she was abrupt with me and not very pleasant. I focused my attention on the other people and had fun anyway.
The next day was the wedding. Afterward I escorted Miriam down the aisle. She was still somewhat cold to me but she wasn't as unfriendly as she had been. She really was quite an attractive girl. She stood about five feet eight inches tall with reddish brown hair and a forty-two-inch chest. She was wearing a low-cut dress, and since I am six feet three a bountiful expanse of snowy white cleavage was spread out before me. I immediately became rock-hard but resigned myself to the fact that she was not interested in me.
After the ceremony we went to the reception at a catering hall. The wedding party all danced the first dance and since Miriam and I were partners we danced together. When it was over I asked her if she'd like to keep dancing, and she smiled and said yes. That was the first time I saw her smile and it was beautiful. While dancing she told me that her boyfriend was screwing anything that moved and she was totally fed up with his behavior.
I remarked that he must be a jerk because if she were my girlfriend the only thing on my mind would be how to keep her happy. After I said that Miriam reached up and gave me a French kiss. I was stunned. She then took my hand and led me out to the lobby and into the coat room where we embraced and kissed.
I pulled away to tell her to slow down because I was getting a rise in my pants. She smiled and dropped to her knees. Miriam pulled down my pants and underwear and took my cock into her mouth. My dick is six inches long and it was as hard as steel. She started sucking and massaging my balls like an expert. Reaching down, I caressed her tits and rolled her nipples between my fingers. Her breathing became labored and I too was losing control. A few more strokes of her tongue and I exploded a month's worth of sperm into her mouth. She gobbled down every drop and came up smiling.
Not able to resist any longer I pulled her dress down and took off her bra, exposing her creamy tits. I feasted on those beauties as I fingered her snatch. After a short while we both realized that we would have to get back to the reception or our absence would be noticed. I stuffed her bra in my pocket and we got dressed.
All during the reception I was fondling her tits and running my hands under her dress. When the reception was over at around eleven we got into my car and headed for my apartment.
As soon as I unlocked the door I picked her up, carried her across the threshold and straight to my bedroom. As she shed her clothes I stripped off my tux. When she turned around, I saw her beautiful furry red bush. I gently laid her on my bed and feasted on that red pussy. I drank down every drop of nectar she produced.
I kissed my way up her body, stopping for about ten minutes at each breast. I then entered her for the first time. Her pussy was so hot and tight that once I was completely in I knew I was in heaven. I pumped her for about fifteen minutes, bringing her to two orgasms, and then blasted a fresh load of cream into her pussy. She was exhausted. I rolled onto my side and we kissed and caressed each other for about an hour. Miriam revealed that Sharon had told her I was a great guy.
We stayed in bed all weekend as Sharon didn't have any other clothes to change into. Being naked was more fun anyway. I can't remember how many times we made love but she has since moved in and we are now engaged. We decided a September wedding would be most fitting.—D.R., Indianapolis, Indiana
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