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One Even Stranger Day at Hole in the wall






It was an amazing time, now that I think about it afterwards.

I remember the day when I first entered the trade school. I didn’t know anyone there. No one in the school. I didn’t have any kind of true, deep interest in that trade, only slight curiosity. I had applied by chance only, because our government’s “you need to go back to the school” policy had applied me to it. I had to apply to any school, or I would love my unemployment benefits.

So, there I was, a girl in a large campus. Alone.

I had been lucky to get a room from the nearby school dormitory. I have to admit, I had been very late with my application for it. I received a phone call at the last possible moment before I was packing up my stuff back home. I had not expected to get the room from dormitory. Already I had negotiations with one private rental firm for an apartment. But how luck could I get? I did get the room from the dormitory.

Sure, I knew the dormitory would not be as quiet and easy place to live as it would have been with my own apartment. But the money. Money said it all. Also, why would I need more room than a bedroom? I wasn’t going to live there rest of my life. Kitchen and bathroom, that’s what I need. Those came in dormitory as shared, and it was okay for me. I could always hope that other people at the complex would be quiet sort. However, if they weren’t, the price of the dormitory room could cover the damage. Hopefully.

Anyhow, I got the room. I couldn’t brag about the view, because I was looking out the same kind of dormitory building that I was living. And it surely wasn’t beautiful to look at. Oh, how I would have loved a room with a sea view. Anything else would have been better! But it would do. I would need to look at the gray dormitory view for only three years, not longer.

It was fall when I started the school. This was the usual time for people to start, at least for those starting a new trade from scratch. I honestly had no idea about the whole trade, so to me everything was new things to learn. I had to absorb all the information I would get. That also meant constant listening and understanding of what the teacher had just explained. And then trying to learn it.

Thankfully, the weekends always came too. They helped to clear my mind of all the information I had learned during the week. Yeah, I kind of led a typical student life, I presume.

One thing I need to clarify before any kind of misunderstandings start to happen. I was not a drinker or a smoker. I also didn’t use any drugs, even tho they were very popular at the campus. I didn’t use those “better yourself” pills, which were amphetamine in all kinds of shapes and forms. I didn’t need to cheat or blast my brain. I wouldn’t be making an idiot of myself later because of using those drugs.

I hit to bars and nightclubs with my new found friends or schoolmates. That meant I was usually the sober one in the bunch. Or near sober, anyways. Sometimes I did have a cider or a shot of alcohol, but that was about it. It made me feel a bit more grown-up mentally than my schoolmates, who seemed to think that the only student life was to blast alcohol into their throats at the end of every week, or to get high or worse. That’s what they called student life. Very different to what I did.

As predicted, this also showed in their academic success. Some of them, who already knew the trade, started to have even worse grades than I did. I was the newbie on the trade. Well, that’s the student life with alcohol and drugs for you. Those substances rot your brain, sooner or later, I think. Thankfully I had learned the truth about alcohol and drugs without having to use them myself. I guess the knowledge was at least something I could thank my previous boyfriends for.

I can only thank my parents for the backbone I had and for getting the wisdom out of it all without lowering my own standards or getting deep into drugs with my boyfriends.

Yes, you guessed it right. When I tried to talk even lightly about the drugs with my schoolmates, they turned off and didn’t want to listen at all. And if they did, they kept showing me some stupid meme graphs of “how mild drugs don’t damage your brains.” Unfortunately, they didn’t seem to see what those drugs did to themselves. And they couldn’t figure out why their grades were getting worse. Yeah, “not damaging to brains, not at all.” Keep on dreaming!

No matter, I did head out with them to the bars and nightclubs. I did join them, but not to drink or to use drugs. I went to a bar to chat and relax, and to nightclubs to dance and have a good time. I cannot see anything bad in being in a bar or at a nightclub to chat and dance with your friends. Not when you have the willpower to keep your nose clean and keep on getting better grades!

After the first half of my year at the trade school, I headed back home to spend my Christmas vacation. It did help. When I got back to the campus and to my dormitory, I was honestly relaxed. During the vacation at home, I had slept like a baby. Noise and life around me had not disturbed since there wasn’t almost any of it. And what there was, felt and sounded like home. I was at home, at safe place. I felt very energized when the holidays had ended.

Guess it was the reason why one young man caught my eye. Again. I had been drooling over him the last semester.

He was not that great-looking, but for me, he had some nice character on his face and in his posture. He dressed slightly differently than others. He didn’t go after an particular fashion. He dressed in clothes that fit the situation he was in or how he wanted to dress himself. His style usually consisted of black clothes, and maybe some leather too.

From the start he made sure in every way he was a free spirit. In spirit and in flesh.

What I thought of him and his dressing style? I think he was one of those few people who cared less about wearing brand-name clothes. He gave me a vibe of deeper knowledge of himself, and maybe of the world too. At least in that light he appeared to me. He truly was a fish swimming against the stream, not the dead fish like most people, who float along wherever the stream leads them. And what fit me perfectly was his ideas about child labor, which almost all huge brands used in form or other. He was really against the idea.

The way he talked and was himself fit him perfectly. And it fit for me too.

“So, back to the grinder?” he said to me in the elevator where we were at the moment.

“Yeah,” I almost giggled for unknown reason.

“Had a fun vacation?”

“Just lovely,” I said with a smile. The end of the vacation had just turned out to be even better.

“You look different,” he said bluntly.

I believe the relaxed state I had achieved on my vacation was showing on me. I felt more cheerful and happy overall. I even noticed it in my better posture.

“Dunno,” I shrugged. Suddenly, I felt warm feelings because he had checked me out.

“Was nice to talk with you,” he grinned to me when the elevator pinged and stopped. The door opened for me to leave.

“See ya,” I smiled back and left. I have to admit, I did swing my hips more than usual. I didn’t look back, but I think he liked the view.

Oh, I forgot to mention. In that elevator was third person. It was his friend and roommate, so to speak. Guy who lived in his dormitory other side of the wall. He was sporty guy, not as restricted and by his own like that guy I fancied.

But now you know how I met my boyfriend of that time. Because the guy who I fancied had a girlfriend at a time, I couldn’t get him. So I got his friend from the elevator. It actually didn’t need any more than that. I met him few times in a bar, and we did hit off. Sometimes it depends on what you do and say, and to whom you do it. This time I didn’t get one who I fancied, but got his friend.

It worked like a charm. One day he invited me to have pizza with him before his practices. And then, on the next weekend, he found me at a club where I had been dancing with my friends.

He tried to be discreet and slow. He was trying to be a gentleman and take one step at a time. And he did. I have to admit that for his honor. However, I cannot say the same for myself. I didn’t got anything to lose, his friend who I fancied was unavailable, so I was free to do whatever I wanted. I mean, I was very naughty with him from the start and quite flirty, which wasn’t something I usually did.

On the next weekend, I got us to kiss. Nope, I didn’t drink any more alcohol than usual. I got us to kiss in the campus elevator during the daylight. And after a short couple of weeks, because it was very busy for both of us, I was having sex with him. Usually it happened in his room.

It was nice sex. Average. Not superb, as I learned later in life. But at the time, the sex was good, most of the time. Well, we were young and inexperienced, so it’s understandable. I hadn’t had much experience myself in my past life. And him? I did learn it later, but he hadn’t had many previous relationships either, nor one-night stands. At least, the sex helped me with my tests and essays by reducing the pressure on my nerves. I would have loved for the sex to last longer when it happened. I could only blame myself for it. I’m amazing. Who could last long with me?

It was somewhere few months deep into our relationship, after we had started having sex. I had just learned to give blowjobs better. I had let him cum in my mouth at that time. I was cleaning my tits and face from his cum when I noticed a hole in the wall. Usually there had been some stuff in front of that, what I recall. He had gone to the bathroom to clean himself up and to throw the condom out. I looked at the hole. It was not a perfect round hole in a white wall. It was black, with no shades of gray or darker white. I pushed the hole gently. It wasn’t as steady nor as thick as it looked like.

“Yeah, I missed that throw,” my boyfriend laughed when he was me checking out the wall. He had come back to the room silently from the bathroom.

He explained to me that one time he had been looking at the TV very drunk. He had tried to hit the TV with one beer bottle. His team had lost the game, he said. Instead of hitting the TV, it had hit the wall and gone through. The wall had turned out to be very cheap chipboard.

The in the wall now served well him and his best friend at the campus, who lived on the other side of the wall. It was their service hole. And every time staff came to check out the rooms, they covered the hole in different ways. This time the hole had been covered by his friend. Staff had come earlier that day to fix something in his room. Of course, the hole was not covered only with a blackboard, as it now was. His friend had a computer screen on the front of the hole also. Then I remembered that it had been covered by my boyfriend earlier times with different items he had used.

But that was the way our relationship started, if you can call it that. We both knew it wouldn’t last long, yet both kind of hoped it would last at least through the school. It was too much work already to be in school, and neither of us wanted to start playing any kind of relationship games. That meant we didn’t talk much about the relationship. We kept having sex, mostly for pleasure and to release pressure. Mostly to release pressure. Surprisingly, I didn’t seem to develop any warm relationship emotions towards him, and I was getting the same treatment back from him. It worked both was, so there was no one to blame.

The next exam season was coming closer. I found myself more and more being at my boyfriend’s place, only to have sex. I better be honest about that. I had been nervous no matter how much I kept studying, and I didn’t fine many ways to get relaxed. Sex was the best for me. Real life work was so much easier for me than those exams, which you had to study from the books, and try to remember all you read.

To relax I had tried to swim. No help. Jogging did help a little. Bars and clubs were huge no-no since I could only think of my earlier exams there. Even my appetite was getting worse, so sex was the cure for my anxiety. And to all that stuff, and it also gave me my appetite back.

Once again, I was at my boyfriend’s place, having sex with him to loosen myself up. This time we did something new and different. Usually, the way we had sex was the way the bed was made, but this time we had sex the other way around. He had put me on my fours and was fucking me from behind. As I was moaning for an orgasm, suddenly I saw movement in the edge of my eye. I tried to focus, but couldn’t see anything. Tho, my boyfriend pulling me by my hair didn’t much help,  because my body followed his actions. This was what I wanted. His dick hit just the right spots inside my pussy. His left hand had moved to my throat, and his right hand to my shoulders to keep my body up. Then his right hand moved to my titties. I sure loved this was of fucking. It was such a shame he did it that way so rarely. But whenever he was a bit more rough, I loved it.

As I turned my head to the left side to kiss him, I saw an eye and a bit more of a face in the black hole. His best friend was watching me, us, having sex. My full frontal was towards him.

My natural instinct hit me. I pushed back so my boyfriend’s dick would slip out of me. He landed on top of the bed and I went behind him. I was hiding myself from the view. I didn’t say anything out loud. The face of his friend had already disappeared from the black hole, and all was back to normal.

I didn’t stop us from having sex for the incident, though. We finished up quickly in our normal way. I positioned us in the way that if his friend would be watching, he would see only my boyfriend’s ass.

Later I wasn’t sure whether I should talk to my boyfriend about what had happened or not. If it had been just a pure accident, it would be somewhat understandable. I wouldn’t like to affect their friendship over an accident. Or maybe I had just been seeing things during my orgasm. Why knows? But somehow, I was certain it had happened because of the lust in his friend’s eyes when he had been watching us.

To continue having sex on my boyfriend’s room, it felt weird, I must confess. Had someone who I fancied just been watching me having sex? If so, that would make it very probable that I would not date him in my life. The percentage probability would be close zero. And I did fancy my boyfriend’s best friend, I must confess that too.

When we had sex the next time in his room, I was watching the hole the whole time. I saw nothing. I knew he was home. That made me question the whole incident, even tho I was sure I had seen his face there. The question still remained: whether I loved or hated the idea of him watching me while I was having sex with my boyfriend. The idea had started to form in my head, which surprised me. I kind of liked the idea of someone peeking on me while I was having safe sex. At least it didn’t make me ashamed of myself for having sex with my boyfriend, or with my body, even if my body wasn’t Marilyn’s.

As few more times having sex in my boyfriend’s room, and I started to believe I had been seeing things in the hole or something. Nothing had happened after that one time. No faces anywhere. Did I like it or not.

It was a few weeks later. I was riding toward orgasm. My boyfriend was fucking me against the wall on his bed. I turned my head to look at my boyfriend. I saw his friend’s face again in the hole. This time I didn’t stop at all, nor did I try to hide myself. I felt how much easier it was for my boyfriend to fuck my pussy because of the wetness the situation had created in me. I let my boyfriend finish himself inside me. The idea had stopped me from having an orgasm, tho. I kind of felt shy, not sure should I have an orgasm, even tho I was wetter than ever before. It was a very weird feeling. And I still was horny like hell. It took a lot of masturbation on my own place afterwards to feel satisfied.

Next few times, I wanted to have sex in my own room. The idea was still burning in the back of my head. My fixed feelings got me to concentrate more on studying, which made our relationship a bit more balanced in terms of sex.

Yet, the next exams were coming up.

My boyfriend had taken me to his room. Well, he didn’t need to put much effort into it. I had been tense again, my neck was already hurting, and my nerves were crackling. When we got to his room, it was kind of noisy. His friend was listening to some heavy metal music louder than usual. I think he had his girlfriend by. It suited the situation because I was all in for the sex, and this way I wouldn’t need to make it silent.

I had put on a condom to my boyfriend’s dick and I was already sucking it. I got into position on my fours, looking at the hole. He almost jumped behind me and pushed his dick inside my pussy. I think he had the idea of finishing quickly, but I had other ideas. I wanted more, I needed the release. A good release.

As he kept fucking me from behind hard, I had closed my eyes. When I opened my eyes, I saw his friend looking at us. At me. Not him. First he kind of just peeked. Yet soon enough, his face was back in the hole, looking at me. That time, I didn’t make any effort at all to stop. I kept looking at him, straight to his eye, while my boyfriend was fucking me. I think he didn’t even realize his friend was looking, or didn’t care. And he was already reaching the edge.

I had to stop him.

I pulled his dick out of my pussy and ordered him to lay down on the bed on his back. I climbed on him. His hard dick slid so easily back into my pussy. I was way too wet for goodness sake. I started to ride him slowly. But as we got an audience, I kinda made it as a show. I exaggerated all my movements and voices, making myself to look impressive. It worked for my boyfriend by giving him time to play with my perky tits.

Concentrating way too much on making it a show had its toll. I had started to ride my boyfriend faster, which was a mistake. He was already exploring inside me, cumming hard. I got off him, kneeling in front of him, and started to jerk off his dick until his ejaculation stopped. Tho, I had placed myself in such a way that his best friend could see it all. See my body, my tits and me jerking off my boyfriend’s dick until the sweet end.

“Holy shit! Is that the time?” my boyfriend yelled suddenly. He had come out of the sweet land of pleasure and was looking at the clock on the wall.

That finally opened my understanding of why he wanted to have sex so fast to finish that time. Now he was going to be late for his sports training, which he never missed or was ever late fore. Soon enough, he pulled the condom off his dick and ran to the bathroom to wash himself.

I sat down to the edge of his bed while he was still in the bathroom. I hadn’t had the releasing orgasm I had wished for. Not enough satisfaction for me yet. I was still in heat. I started to think, and I guessed his best friend next door didn’t had his girlfriend by this evening. My hands started to gently touch my nipples and slowly rub my clit while he was at the bathroom. I hoped he would come to finish me off, but it started to look not likely to happen.

The face of the guy from the next door room was back in the hole.

I head the shower turn off, and my boyfriend ran back to kiss me. To wrong lips. With almost no other goodbye, he rushed to his sports training as soon as he put on his jogging pants. I am sure he had seen what I had been doing, but there was no help coming from him. No cunnilingus. He had left me naked and touching myself.

So, there I was, sitting at the edge of the bed fully naked and touching myself. Masturbating softly. The face from the wall had disappeared when my boyfriend had returned to the room. I kept squeezing my nipples, they were had and erect. My right hand rubbed my clit ever more harder. I was in desperate need for a huge release.

The face came back to the hole not much later. Now he was looking straight at me, and only me, masturbating.

“Like what you see?” I asked silently and opened my stretched legs. It sure helped me to masturbate easier. I kept rubbing my clit while looking straight to his eye.

“Always have,” he said straight out. That made sure he had been watching me earlier. And he kept looking at me now too.

I kept playing with my left hand on my nipples and tits. Sometimes I sucked my fingertips. Sometimes I opened my eyes and saw him looking at me still. I could see form his face and the movement of his eye that he was masturbating other side of the wall. I almost meowed at that thought. My boyfriend surely had left me hot and unsatisfied. I started to dip my finger into my pussy.

Now I wasn’t closing my eyes anymore. I kept looking the guy who I fancied and was masturbating on the other side of the wall, while I was masturbating also. I could see the lust in his face.

“Didn’t you have the time to satisfy yourself either? Did your girlfriend left you hanging?” I asked, breathed heavier.

The way his eyes closed for a moment gave me the answer, which I already knew: NOPE!

That gave me understanding. He had been looking at me having sex with my boyfriend all the way from the very beginning of our relationship. The idea got me even hotter. If possible. I opened my legs even wider to make sure he could see my finger dipping in my own pussy. I leaned back against the wall. My butt was on the edge of the bed, and my legs were wide apart. And I kept masturbating vigorously.

I moaned out loud as I kept on dipping my finger inside my pussy. My orgasm was getting near, but for some unknown reason, I wasn’t able to reach it yet. I don’t know why. Maybe I was too tense, or perhaps sexually frustrated. I might have been too anxious. Or the situation was way too intense for me.

I opened my eyes and saw him jerking behind the wall and looking at my masturbation. His face was tensed up, and he was breathing hard. Then I heard a low, penetrating curse from his mouth. He was having an orgasm. He had jerked him off while watching me masturbating. His eyes were almost closed, and his body seemed to twitch. Then his face disappeared altogether from the hole.

“Oh shiiite…,” I moaned when I finally got my orgasm. The image of him cumming on the other side of the wall was burnt into my mind. The idea of a thin wall between us made my legs tremble. I kept rubbing my clit furiously. I squeezed my tits had when I saw his face back in the hole.

The Release.

I had not cum as hard with my boyfriend as I did at that precise moment. It was possible I had never cum that hard before. The orgasm traveled through my whole body, causing me to get up and down on the bed repeatedly until my orgasm finally subsided. By then, I was lying down on the bed, breathing hard.

I never spoke about this with him. We didn’t even say goodbye. He watched me getting up from the bed when I was able after the orgasm. He watched me putting on my clothes. He was still watching me when I left home. I did give him a smile, tho.

During the exams I was busy. I saw my boyfriend a few times at my room, and then we were again at his room. Each time, I became hotter and wetter because I knew or imagined his friend next door watching us. The idea made it all so much hotter and more sexy for me.

The biggest exam of the year was approaching. Despite starting to read in good time for it, I felt unprepared. I was under the pressure like never before. My first student year was coming to an end, and this exam would decide a lot.

I had to do something. I couldn’t concentrate anymore. So I went to my boyfriend’s place. I needed to see him. OK, OK, I went there to beg him to have sex with me. To fuck me hard. To give me much wanted release. I rang the doorbell. It took some time fore the door to open. It was girlfriend of my boyfriend’s best friend.

“Oh, hi,” she said to me when she opened the door. “He’s not in.”

“No matter, I can wait,” I said and stepped inside.

I didn’t say anything more to her. I saw her kissing his boyfriend when I entered to my boyfriend’s room. I closed the door behind me. I didn’t try to say anything to him.

I sat down on the bed and took one of my boyfriend’s books to read. It was some sort of fantasy book, but written in a very funny way. I kept giggling while I read it. I kept giggling when my cell phone rang.

“Honey, this takes at least couple of hours, maybe more,” my boyfriend said straight into the phone. “I’ll be late.”

“What? But I’m already here!” I said, harder than I had thought. “I don’t have that much time before I have to go.”

“Sorry, can’t help it,” he said and kept explaining his situation.

Yeah, I understood it after he explained. I still kept cursing my luck. I had waited this time very badly. I needed my release.

His best friend in the next door had put some music on. I sat on the bed, looking at the emptiness. The music wasn’t to my liking.

I had come for a release. I shrugged my shoulders and started taking most of my clothes off. Piece by piece, I dropped them to the floor. I kept thinking that I could always masturbate for the release and then leave. The image of the last time when the guy in the next door was watching me masturbate was showing inside my head. I was getting way too hot again.

I was almost naked when I started picking up my clothes from the floor, I put them into a pile on the chair and sat back down on the bed. My hands trembled as I let my fingertips touch my naked skin. I started to touch myself all around.

“So sorry to hear he couldn’t make it,” I heard the guy from the next door say when I was already masturbating. He had turned the volume down. I turned my head to look at the hole, but his face wasn’t in it.

“Yeah, I bet,” I was sarcastic, yet lightly moaning. I had started to breathe more unstably. “No worries, I’m good,” I said when I began to rub my titties. My left hand ran to my thighs, stroking them softly with my fingertips.

I finally opened my bra. The feeling of freedom caught my nipples, which were aching for the touch. I stood up and let my thongs drop to the floor. I sat down on the bed on my knees. I was facing the wall. My fingers ran to my pussy, and I started to rub my clit again.

“You need anything?” I’m gonna make some coffee,” I heard him asking.

I turned my head to look at the hole. His face wasn’t in it.

A moment passed by.

His face appeared at the hole.

I turned my head to face the wall. I kept rubbing my clit, naked.

I heard the zipper running, then the belt buckle opening. The sound of his pants dropping to the floor got me very hot. I turned my head to look at the hole again just before his face came back into view. I kept looking at his face while I masturbated.

Then I stopped. I turned around and sat on the bed. I was now facing the hole. I started to rub my titties again. “Like these?” I asked.

His eyes blinked in agreement. I kept squeezing my titties, twisting hard my nipples. I felt an orgasm rising in my body. While I let my right hand run back to my clit, I kept watching him masturbate on the other side of the hole. Again. I started to suck my left-hand fingers. My right-hand fingers began to dip into my pussy, making me feel closer to climax. My legs trembled from the power of the approaching orgasm, and my body jiggled. “You do like my pussy so much, don’t you?” I said while moaning for the orgasm I was having.

I could see his response in his eyes as my surprisingly small orgasm began to ease down. I was expecting bigger orgasm. He didn’t say anything but watched me masturbate carefully. I noticed his head moving as he jerked off, but he wasn’t finishing yet. He had started from cold, even though he had had his girlfriend by, and had already my first orgasm.

That wouldn’t do. If his girlfriend had not known better and left him cold, I would not do that to him. I had gotten too much excitement form the situation and couldn’t leave him feeling cold like that. I started to rub my clit again, opening my legs wider. I could always have a couple more orgasms, in fact, I needed them as fast and as many as possible. I had plenty of time before my boyfriend would be able to help me at all.

“How about this?” I asked while leaning back against the wall.

I kept looking at his face through the hole. His facial expressions made me feel hot and aroused again. Such tiny expressions, but they gave me a lot of new energy. I could see he was enjoying very much what he saw. I started to tease my titties again with my left hand. I even tried to lick them a little bit. I was getting close to the edge of another orgasm again. The fact that he was watching me masturbate was the hottest thing I had known in my life. I felt an intense ache in my pussy and wanted nothing more than to cum again.

“You need anything?” I asked while I was cumming again.

I couldn’t see anything from his eyes, because my orgasm was taking me over. I had to take my hands off from my body. This was too hot. And still my body started to arch from the power of orgasm. My legs trembled when I opened my eyes, and long moan came out of my mouth. Way too hot. I kept panting while looking at him, jerking other side of the wall. His girlfriend shouldn’t have left him cold that evening.

I closed my eyes. I opened my eyes. I saw him still wanking himself off. I was way too horny, I couldn’t believe myself. “Oh, bloody hell. You have a condom?” I asked. I guess all sense from my brain had drifted off.

I closed my eyes once more. Decision had been made somewhere very deep inside of me. “Oh, bloody hell. You got a condom?” I asked.

The way his eyes ate me when I said those words out loud made me cum again. Minor orgasm. His face had disappeared from the hole.

I kept my small orgasm as silent as possible. Rubbing my pussy even more, I got up from the bed. My legs kept trembling as I walked to the hole. My body kept shaking with every step. Was it lust or for the power of orgasm, I don’t know.

His face appeared in the hole again. His fingers offered me the condom from under his chin. I took it from his fingers and walked very near to the hole. I felt his fingers on my pubic hair, then slide on my clitoris, on my very wet and hot clitoris. His fingers tried to rub my clit. I pulled myself away from his fingers, because he had gotten his feeling of my pussy. I almost knelt in front of the  hole. Now I felt his fingers touch and twitch my nipples. He kept taking the feel out of my titties.

Those fingers felt way too good on my titties, so I had to pull my body away again and kneel in front of the hole. Now we were facing each other. Music played somewhere behind his room. The only other sound was when I ripped the condom open in front of his eyes. He was still looking at me.

“Well?” I asked blunt. “It’s my turn now to have a feel. You already got yours.”

It took him a couple of seconds to get the hint. His face disappeared from the hole. I wanted badly to look into his room from the hole, but I didn’t have the time. His hard cock appeared in the hole right away. It was as ready as I expected it to be.

That sight was mind-blowing for me. A cock appearing from the hole, on the time of need and when my boyfriend had lacked his chance to help me. A rather nice sight! Slightly longer than normal yet with the same thickness. His cock screamed to be touched. It was pointing and accusing, ordering me to get on it!

I took grip of his cock with my left hand. I couldn’t believe how hard it was. And now I was keeping on my hand cock from someone I really fancied. He had his girlfriend, and yet he was this ready for me. I could only imagine how much he needed this to happen. His girlfriend had been truly thoughtless when he had left him this cold on his time of need. I stroked his bare cock for a little while before I started putting the condom on it.

After I had gotten his cock suited up with a condom, I took a firm grip of it. A couple of nice, long strokes before I took his cock into my mouth. I kept a firm grip from the base of his cock as I continued to suck it. I had a cock in my mouth from a guy I truly fancied. My libido yelled me.

I started to give him a blowjob in slow rhythm. His cock responded eagerly. I kept jerking his cock at the same time, something just sucking it. I took my hand away from his cock and continued hiving him a pure blowjob. His hips started to respond to my blowjob in the same rhythm as he allowed his cock to slide in my mouth. I started to slow down and eventually stopped. His cock still remained in my mouth.

He kept face-fucking me. It was rather easy because I could control it without any trouble. The wall kept his cock at the right distance, preventing it from dipping too deep into my throat. I let him fuck my mouth. His hips started banging against the thin wall harder and harder, trying to fuck my mouth deeper. And his cock began to pulsate.

At that time, my fingers had been running on my clit. I had kept rubbing myself, imagining how his cock would dip into my pussy with every thrust. Then I was rubbing my titties and twisting my nipples. I was on edge the whole time, or maybe even slightly past it, experiencing tiny micro-orgasms. Sucking his cock blew my mind. I had wanted it way too long.

“Slow down,” I ordered him when I pulled his cock out of my mouth.

Taking a firm grip of his hard cock, I stroked it slowly. I let him get away from the edge of orgasm. I stroked his cock. I kept looking at it, it was hypnotic. And oh, how it called to me. My libido responded to its call, and my pussy burned with desire.

I looked at the clock on the wall. Forty minutes had passed in a simple blink of an eye. And the talking started.

My libido started to talk to me. It explained of chances. How this would probably be the only chance in my lifetime to get him. To get his cock. Cock from a guy who I fancy. It didn’t help the feeling in my body. I was burning in desire.

My hand kept jerking his cock as I stood up and turned around. I pulled my boyfriend’s game chair in front of me and kicked his schoolbag under the hole. I stepped over to the schoolbag, which got my hips to the right level.

I let the glans of his cock slide on my pubic hair as I bent slightly forward. I closed my thighs, allowing his cock to feel more of me. His cock found a way to slide onto my clit. He kept fucking my clit slowly. His hard cock was sliding outside of my pussy, yet not dipping into it.

He kept fucking my clit slowly, against my buttcheek which was pressed against the wall. I’m not sure if he even knew what was happening, or what I was actually doing. I’m betting he did.

Then I bent my upper body forward and introduced his cock to my pussy. I’m certain he felt when I started to fuck against him, against the wall. Now only my pussy and his cock were connected, thru the wall. Not having his hands on my body. No skin to skin connection. Only his cock and my pussy.

His hard cock felt amazing in my wet and hot pussy. He had maintained his slow rhythm. Then I pushed my butt hard against the wall. If he had looked down, he would have seen my ass and pussy peeking from the hole, with his cock deep inside me.

The idea and the connection felt very hot. I was getting way too close to an orgasm. It would be so easy for him to fuck my pussy with a condom, since I was way too wet. Heck, all I hoped was that he would get at least some of the feel from my pussy. His cock glided way too easily in and out.

And then his cock started to reach those deep spots inside my pussy, where my boyfriend had never touched. It felt like the chipboard wall began to move in rhythm with him. I kept pushing my ass against the wall as tightly as I could. To get that feeling from deep of my pussy with help of his cock.

I let my hands rest on my boyfriend’s gamer chair. I tried to squeeze his cock with my inner muscles, trying to make him feel my pussy even better and the tightness of my ass and pussy. That let me have micro-orgasms one after another.

My titties started to feel the heat. His cock kept slowly fucking deep into my pussy. I started to enjoy it way too much. It was so much more than I had imagined. He couldn’t do anything else but fuck me, move his cock back and forth, and that’s it. I was able to direct his cock to the right spots inside my pussy. It was almost like fucking myself with a living dildo, but it was so much better. His cock felt alive, like a living  dildo made only for my pleasure.

I started to rub my clit on the side, making the feeling even better and ensuring that I would cum at the right time for his cock. It might be the only time in the world to do so, so I wanted to experience it. His cock kept sliding in and out of my pussy. Occasionally, I took a moment to feel his cock with my fingers. Hard rock cock. The sensation of his cock on my fingertips while he continued to fuck me was incredibly exciting. I finally got the cock from a guy I fancied the most. I started to moan quietly.

I began to fuck against the wall harder again. My pussy hand come alive for the hard incoming orgasm. I was early! I kept rubbing my clit vigorously. As I felt his cock starting to pulsate, I tightened my grip around it, which me me cum hard. I cummed hard for his hard cock!

I didn’t pull away, instead I let him continue fucking me though my orgasm while I tried to stop his orgasm with my fingers and the grip on his cock. I felt his cock trying to throb after I had moaned loudly at the peak of my own orgasm.
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