
        
            [image: cover]
        


Astrophil & Stella

By
Elliot Silvestri

Copyright 2012 Green Bush Publishing

Smashwords Edition

All rights reserved. No part of this
book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any
electronic or mechanical means, including photocopying, recording,
or by any information storage or retrieval system, without the
written permission of the publisher.

The characters and events portrayed in
this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or
dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author. Contains
adult material that might not be suitable for all
audiences.


 


Also by Elliot Silvestri

 


Astrophil & Stella

 


The Collegiate Milkmaid

 


Cul-De-Sac: A Suburban Erotica in
Around

 


Luke’s Milkmaids

 


Never Too Many Pregos

 


The Red Collar

 


The Troll’s Trollop

 


True Cow Girl

 


​ A Virgin
Sacrifice


Chapter One

 


The problem with small university conferences
is they are exceedingly boring. I only attend because I’m required
and there’s free alcohol at the post-conference university-hosted
party. After a day of listening and discussing paper presented on
the theoretical astrophysics everyone was looking to get laid or
drunk or both. I was looking for neither. I had to attend as one of
the sponsoring professor’s assistants duties. I was tired, mentally
exhausted and a little nauseated—I was certain an early season bout
of the flu was coming on, or the ideas I had heard all day were
boring retreads of last year’s papers. I took a glass of wine, made
my mandatory two tours around the room and was about to leave when
I was introduced to Dr. Phil Oswalt. He was a Nordic
god-cum-visiting professor who almost instantly made my panties
wet.

He had blond, shaggy hair that fell into his
eyes, not quite reaching his shoulders, a short, neatly trimmed
beard, and ice blue eyes. He towered over me—no mean feat since I
stand at five foot eleven in flats and I was wearing heels. His
skin was pale—not the pale of so many doctu4ral students who
haven’t seen the light of day in four years. Under his tweed jacket
I could see muscles bunching and moving—there was no fatty paunch
hiding under his clothes.

The moment I told him my name was Stella he
smiled deeply; I could see little wrinkles form at the corners of
his eyes. Thirty minutes later we were walking to my shared house
just off campus—we didn’t want to bother driving out to his hotel
room.

I don’t remember what—if anything—we talked
about on the walk. It was a cold evening, but not frigid. Even in
mid-January we weren’t feeling the full effect of winter yet. He
kept his arm around me. Once inside my house—my roommate Jenny was
blessedly absent—I offered him a drink. “Wine, bourbon, coffee,
tea?”

“Some hot tea would be nice.”

I had wanted offer him me in addition to tea,
but I’m not that bold.

In my hasty preparations for the tea I dropped
a pair of spoons on the floor. While bending over to pick them up
Phi commented, “I love your ass.”

I immediately straightened up, blushed, and
gasped. I might be tall, but I knew I was a little overweight with
a slightly fat ass. It was a bold and direct come on. I’d already
decided I was going to fuck him that night, he didn’t need to drop
compliments to seduce me.

“Thank you,” I answered, turning away from him
to concentrate on the tea. “But I need to lose a little
weight.”

“Don’t say that. I’ve seen too many
skinny-assed girls who have no curves. Nothing to hold on to when
they’re getting fucked.”

Then he was behind me, one arm around my
waist, one hand at my neck. Standing behind me, he turned my face
to the side and kissed me deeply. As we pushed our tongues back and
for the in each others’ mouth he slowly undressed me. My blouse
came off first, followed by my plain black slacks. I stood in the
kitchen wishing I had thought ahead and worn something other than
my industrial strength plain beige bra and panty set. It was
something my mother would wear.

“And fantastic tits, too,” he said, breaking
off his kiss and unfastening the four hooks keeping my bra closed
and my 38 double Ds under control. “Where’s the bed?” he
asked.

I said nothing, but led him to my bedroom, my
big breasts bobbling slightly as I walked, kicking off my socks as
we moved down the hall. My room was typically messy, but not
filthy, the covers to the bed were half pulled off
already.

“On all fours,” he ordered me. I mounted the
bed with my ass pointed his way. He reached for my hips, easy my
panties down over my ass, along my thighs and legs, to be deposited
on the floor next to last night’s pajamas. My pussy was wet and I’m
sure glistening in the weak light. I arched my back, showing off my
large ass—which he already seemed to like—and hopefully offering a
pleasant view of my ready quim.

Before I realized it he was on me, clothes
gone, his head hard prick searching between my legs. After two
false thrusts he buried himself deep in my cunt. I grunted with a
slight thrill of pain then complete pleasure. One of his hands
grabbed my left tit, the other he steadied on my rump. I sneaked a
hand down to my clit and played with the pretty girl.

Only now did I realize he wasn’t wearing a
condom and I wasn’t on any birth control.

“Fuck,” I grunted as he thrust into me
again.

He paused. “Did I hurt you?”

You’d think a woman who was in a post-doctoral
astrophysics program could plan ahead or at least be cable to
follow a calendar. I had no idea where I was in my cycle. I tried
to do some quick calculations in my head but I found it difficult
with eight inches of a Norse god’s cock buried inside me. The best
I could figure, I was in my safe zone. Not that I would have
stopped anyway.

“No, keep going. Harder.” I ordered
him.

He began plowing me again. It was wonderful
when he leaned down on me, forcing me to take my hand off my clit
to support his weight. In a most gentlemanly manner he continued to
pinch my nipple and replaced my fingers with his on my clit. He
rubbed vigorously and skillfully. It didn’t take me much longer to
reach climax. I shuddered and groaned as I orgasmed. He continued
plowing me as I came, once I was done and had somewhat recovered he
peaked and shot his load deep into my pussy. His hot spunk brought
me around again and the rich seed caused me to orgasm again. When
he was down emptying his balls into me, we finally collapsed onto
the bed. After a few minutes of his pleasant weight on me, the
rolled off and I finally got a good look at his naked
body.

He was well-muscled, not obscenely steroid
built, but firm and lean and sleek. His semi-tumescent cock grew
out of a dark blond patch of hair, it was covered in a combination
of our juices and I had a sudden, powerful desire.

“I want to suck your cock,” I told
him.

“What?” he mumbled only half-aware of what I
wanted.

Instead of explaining, I merely slithered down
his torso, dropping a few kisses along the way, and popped his
partly firm penis into my mouth. The taste of a man’s spunk depends
on his diet and my attraction to him. Phil’s cum was heavenly.
Combined with my natural pussy lube, it was perfect, but a woman’s
natural flavors are always tasty.

“Don’t swallow,” he told me. I made an
agreeable noise. “I want to fill your pussy again.”

When he reached the correct rigidity and I was
somewhat satisfied with my oral-fixation of sucking, I released his
manhood. I quickly laid back and opened my legs to invite him home.
“On your knees,” he ordered me. “I want you from
behind.”

Although I wanted a traditional missionary
fucking I didn’t want to argue, especially when he added, “I love
watching your ass.”

He didn’t last as long the second time. I’ll
attribute that to my fellatio skills. I had hardly been wound up
enough, but bathing my pussy in his spunk was enough to force the
little death on me. From there we collapsed onto the bed once and
into the sweetness of sleep.

 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


We were rudely awakened the next morning by
Jenny barging into my bedroom all but screaming, “Stell! Aurora
said you went home with a hottie from the conference and I called
bullshit! Whoops!”

Phil and I were still tangled in each other
and the sheets. I wasn’t particularly worried about what she might
see—she had seen it all before—and Phil didn’t seem upset at Jenny
getting an eyeful of his nudity. I was annoyed, however, at being
woken up too early for civilized people.

“Do you mind giving us a minute?” I asked her,
blinking against the light and groping for my glasses.

“No problem,” she answered but didn’t move.
“do you need anything?”

“No,” I answered.

“Is this why I found your clothes in the
kitchen?” she asked. I’m sure she was grinning but I hadn’t managed
to find my glasses yet.

“Yes. Now leave.” After one more long leer,
she did so. I knew the only reason she barged in was to see who I
had bedded. It was much more common for Jenny to bring home a new
bedmate than I. I refused to be ashamed, especially when she got an
eyeful of Phil’s beauty—but I was annoyed at her heavy-handed
tactics. I groaned and went to heave myself out of bed, but Phil
grabbed my wrist and stopped me.

“I want you one more time,” he said. I looked
into his blue eyes and saw pure lust. My pussy went wet, I wanted
to fuck again too.

“This time I’m in charge,” I told him,
throwing my leg over his body, placing his rising cock at my cunt’s
opening. He agreed by pushing into me. I leaned forward, brushing
my big tits across his face. He took the hint and eagerly sucked on
the nipples, altering back and forth at his whim. I didn’t bother
to mute my vocalizations. I wanted Jenny to know I was fucking
Phil. I wanted her to be jealous. I t was only after I came and
then he came again inside of me did I remember we still weren’t
using any birth control.

“Shit,” I cursed as I rolled off him, his cock
pulling wetly out of me.

“It was unsatisfactory?” Phil asked. He had an
odd habit of being stiffly formal at the most unusual
times.

His spunk and my juices started flowing out of
my pussy. “No, The sex was fine. It was great.” I sighed. “I’m not
on any birth control,” I admitted. “It’s probably not a big deal.
I’m not ovulating right now.” I think I silently amended to
myself.

Phil just shrugged off my concern. “You will
not get pregnant—unless I mark you. And I haven’t marked
you.”

I rolled my eyes. He sounded like a third-rate
mystic. That didn’t matter because he fucked like a first-rate
cocksman. “good to know. I need a
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