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 Sexy Excerpt

 


I come back into the room and Josie
has taken her skirt off and is completely naked and sitting in the
middle of the bed. She's playing with her cock with one hand and
grabbing one of her breasts with the other and I can't even believe
what I'm seeing.

I can't stop looking at her as I
approach the bed and tell her how amazing she is and push her onto
her back again cause I just want to keep kissing her. She flips
over onto her stomach and reaches back and spreads her cheeks for
me, exposing her incredibly cute, pink asshole.

I've never eaten ass before and
this is an opportunity I just can't pass up. I lay down on the bed
between her spread legs and bury my face in her ass. I lick and
suck and prod her asshole with my tongue while I'm gyrating my face
into her. She's starting to hump the bed in this incredibly sexy
way while I'm grabbing her cheeks and grinding my face into
her.
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The setup was easy. I just placed
an ad online. It was a site that catered to people interested in
somewhat kinky sex, but not S&M or anything like that. I really
just wanted to meet someone. I had recently gotten out of a
relationship with Megan, which tended to be rocky. Ok, exhausting.
That's what that relationship was, plain old exhausting. We
couldn't go two hours without a slam down, knock out fight, and
while I sometimes found that kinda sexy, it was just too freaking
much. After all that drama I just wanted to get laid, really. I
mean I know that's what you're all thinking, what you all already
know. I just wanted to fuck a hot chick without having her scream
in my ear five minutes later cause I left teeny hairs all over the
toilet seat that I forgot to put the lid down on. And yeah, you're
absolutely right.

 


So I'm searching through the pics
for, like two hours, and I send a few clever emails. I mean I'm no
Barry White or anything like that, but I know enough to not creep
the ladies out. So I'm going back and forth with a few cute chicks
and I'm hoping I don't say something to blow it. I mean it could
happen at any second. Sometimes talking to women is like talking
into a megaphone at the end of a piece of string with a rock tied
to it when you were hoping for at least a tin can. I don't even
know what that means, but seriously sometimes I just don't even
know what the hell I did and it's over. Night night. No sex for
you.

 


Anyways, there's this super hottie
with long gorgeous hair and I email her and she responds and we're
going back and forth and I'm getting a really good vibe from
her, and feeling
extra witty - so I've got that working for me. And we're talking
about college and classes, she's studying psychology and I'm doing
writing for now - AKA I have no idea.

 


So we're talking and things are
going well and we decide to meet the next day for coffee. I'm
telling you I live for the freaking day when a guy can just say
"wanna fuck?" to a chick and it doesn't end with the
proverbial…click. That's the phone hanging up for those youngsters
out there that never had a phone that you held in your hand then
set down to hang up. Click.

 


But I think those "wanna fuck?"
days are off on the horizon somewhere, socially speaking. Well,
maybe they're here for some guys, but not for me. I think if I ever
just asked a chick I barely knew if she wanted to fuck my voice
would be shaking so hard I'd sound like a chipmunk or a
fourteen-year-old and ain't no chick wants to fuck a
fourteen-year-old with a squeaky voice.

 


So no fucking tonight for Josh.
I'll just lay in bed with Josie's pic - that's her name, Josie - on
my phone while I jerk off to multiple holes being filled on my
laptop. Pretty much any hole really. I'm a big fan of cum dripping
out of a hole, and unlike a lot of guys I dig some dude on dude
action. It's not the only thing I look at, and I've never even been
with a dude, but I'd say about half the time I'm jerking it it's to
cum dripping out of a dude butt.

 


The next day I get out of my
afternoon class and make my way over to the coffee shop that Josie
and I decided on. She said she'll be in a fangirl t-shirt -
whatever that is - so I'm looking around for a hot, long haired
girl in a fangirl shirt and somehow the coffee shop is filled with
them. What's up with all the fangirl t-shirts, ladies? And what are
you all fans of? So I'm making my way around the room and I finally
spot Josie, and obviously I'm pretty nervous, but I'm also really
excited.

 


But the thing is, it's a really hot
day. Like super hot. I was totally not expecting it to be so hot
today and I'm wearing a long sleeve button up shirt and there's no
AC in this coffee shop cause it's just a small time jobbie, not a
chain. So I'm sweating, like, big time. I'm sweating so much I can
feel it dripping down my forehead, past my eyelids, onto the side
of my face and down onto my goddamn shirt. I keep wiping it off but
there's just so freaking much I feel like a psychopath, looking
around the room at all the chicks in whatever-the-hell t-shirts,
wiping my freaking face, looking around some more, etc. So anyway,
I walk up to her table and say hi and smile and she's smiling,
thank God, and I have no idea what I said but I set my shit down
and went to grab something cold. Preferably a bucket of water to
dump over my head, I'm thinking.

 


So I get back to the table and sit
down and she's just glowing. All pretty and smooth and glowing and
not sweating like a lunatic like me. I mean I can even feel drips
of sweat building up on my forehead and I see them dripping down
past my freaking eyes. Man, I felt like such a dweeb. How do girls
put up with us? Seriously. I don't blame them one bit for reading
sexy books with dudes with giant arms that sweep them off their
feet and carry them around for the rest of their lives. I'd rather
have that sitting in front of me than a human fire hydrant, if you
know what I mean.

 


I'm sitting to the side of her at a
small, square table and I can see that she's wearing a really short
skirt. I can see this cause she has one foot on the edge of her
chair with her arms wrapped around her knee and I swear to god I
can see her panties just under that short skirt. I'm actually
having a hard time keeping my eyes off her skirt and her leg and I
haven't even been here for five minutes! I can tell that she's
noticed that I'm checking out her skirt and her leg, and who are we
kidding, her big boobs. I mean they're just there, squashed up
inside her arms that are wrapped around her knee. They're
practically popping out of the low cut t-shirt she's got on. I mean
way the fuck out. Like she doesn't have a bra on at all. The word
cleavage doesn't even come close to what's going on here. So
between the boobs and the leg and the gap under her skirt I'm
pretty much worthless. I know she's said a few things and I've
responded with god-knows-what but I'm pretty sure that I at least
sound like I'm from this planet cause she's still smiling a really
sweet smile and she's still talking.

 


Then it happens. It happens like I
never in a million years expected it to. She says…"So, you wanna
fuck?" and I just about fall off my chair. I had been hoping
something like this would happen and here it was happening and I'm
just staring at her with sweat dripping down my face and my mouth
hanging open like she'd just eaten her own head or something. So I
get a grip on my shit and say "Well, yeah!" I'm pretty sure I came
off a bit eager, but can you blame me? Holy fuck, I just want to
bury my face in that tight space in between her big, round boobs so
I can't be held accountable for anything I said at that moment. All
I know is I start babbling about my place or her place and I think
I say something about having soda in my fridge, but I have no idea,
and then she puts her hand on top of mine. She's smiling and
looking into my eyes and I'm melting all over the place and she
says…

 


"Josh. I want you to do a few
things for me, ok?" I say sure. I mean seriously, whatever she
freaking wants! I'll knock over a convenience store for her at this
point.

 


"First of all I want you to go back
to your apartment. You text me your address and I'll meet you there
in about an hour. I want to come to your apartment and knock on the
door. And I want you to answer the door. There's no one else there,
right?" I nod, hypnotized by her beautiful eyes and her deep, soft
voice.

 


" Great. Then I want you to answer
the door in these." She pulls something out of her purse and puts
it on the table in front of me. I pick up a pair of sheer, see
through ladies panties and as quickly as I realize what they are I
stuff them in my jeans pocket. My face starts to feel all hot and
I'm looking down at the table for what feels like an hour, but then
I look up into her eyes again and smile back at her gorgeous,
smiling face.

 


"I want to see your cock through
those panties when you open the door, Josh. Doesn't that sound like
fun?" she says as she giggles this sweet girly giggle. I start
laughing too but I can tell my face is still red cause it still
feels hot as hell and my hand feels like it's sweating like crazy
under hers, but I choke out a "sure" anyway.

 


"I can't wait to see you in those
panties, Josh," she leans in and whispers, her hard nipples pushing
dangerously close to the edge of her t-shirt. Then she kisses me on
the cheek and I realize as my dick starts to tingle that if I don't
get up and leave now I'm probably gonna wind up cumming all over
this table. So I jump up and say something like "see ya soon" and
laugh nervously and then leave before I can't conceal my quickly
hardening cock anymore.

 


As I walk back to my apartment I
finally get a grip on the stiffening going on in my pants and can
walk like a normal person again.

 


Fuuuuuck man! I'm thinking as I text Josie my address, making my way past
other chicks on the street. How do they do
it? It's like all chicks have a special
magic power that turns dudes to jelly, and the whole time they just
sit there acting like they're getting their goddamn nails
done!

 


As I walk home I'm realizing how
crazy this all is. That I'm gonna put on a pair of ladies underwear
and answer the door in them like some kind of fruitcake, and all
for a chick I barely know. But I can't get the thought out of my
head that this is so freaking hot!

 


So I get home and shower and check
the time. I don't want to peak too early. If I put those ladies
panties on too soon they might rip or get a gross dude stain on
them. I don't know. All I know is I'm sitting on my couch, naked,
with my hard cock in my hand, waiting for the right time to put on
some ladies underwear so I can go answer the door in
them.

 


And there it is. I hear a knock at
the door and I panic cause I realize that I'm not in my panties
yet! Argh! I jump up and stumble around trying not to start
sweating all over the place again. I've got the AC going in here,
but I can feel the


















































cover.jpg
BY A CHICI(
WITH A /





