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The day Mike and Amy crashed into each other
changed their lives forever. The violence of that first meeting set
the tone for their relationship from then on. He will never forget
the sight of that beautiful woman sitting in her wrecked car,
covered in broken glass and surrounded by distorted metal. They
stumbled out of their broken cars at the same time and for a few
seconds stood there in a daze, just staring at each other. Then Amy
fell to the ground and Mike ran to her, and picked her up in his
arms. Maybe it was the shock, but he felt like she was the most
beautiful woman he had ever seen. She was dressed conservatively in
a knee-length skirt, a white shirt, and dark hair pulled up in a
pony tail. Then she opened her big brown eyes and muttered softly
and confused—but Mike’s legs were still shaking, and he had to sit
down on the dirt.

 


Three days later, Mike was mindlessly wiping
down the bar for the nth time. His left leg was still hurting from
the accident, and every time it hurt Amy’s face would jump from the
back of his mind, calling out for his attention.

 


Mike was not the type to fall in love. He
liked his free-falling life of one-night-stands, casual encounters,
lots of booze and drugs. He had been in jail several years before,
but now he owned a bar and, for the most part, avoided trouble with
the police. The last thing he wanted was to fall in love with some
young cute little thing. Maybe he just had to had her. Mike kept
imagining her pretty lips kissing the tip of his cock while he
pulled her pony tail.

 


He looked at the clock: almost closing time.
Mike sipped the whiskey glass and thought about going back home and
maybe jack-off to the mental images of sweet Amy. Goddammit, he
thought, why don’t I just get me some hooker? Better than
fantasies…

 


“Hello?”

 


The sweet voice interrupted Mike’s
ruminations.

 


“Mike?” she asked, “you remember me?”

 


For a split-second, he smiled—the smile of a
wolf that sees a bunny entering his lair. The bunny, so to speak,
was wearing a pink miniskirt, white tight blouse, high heels, pink
lipstick matching the skirt, and a pony tail that pulled all her
hair out of her gorgeous round face. Mike felt his pants getting
tighter as he approached Amy. She had a small wound on her left
arm, and he used that as an excuse to run his finger along her soft
snow-white skin.

 


“Are you alright?” he asked.

 


“You look like you’re going to swallow me
whole.” she giggled.

 


“I was thinking about you,” he replied, “and
here you are.”

 


“Can I have a drink?” She said, sitting on a
bar stool.

 


“Sure. What do you want?”

 


Any other woman and Mike would be all over
her by now. Why was this one different? Mike stood there behind the
counter, with a massive erection in his pants, watching as she
wrapped her lips around the beer bottle. He imagined his cock
sliding inside her mouth, in a slow swinging motion, saliva mixing
with precum, tongue pressing against the cock veins, cum running
down her throat.

 


But Mike was a doer, not a thinker. Fantasies
were not his territory of choice, and the huge piece of hard meat
between his legs was aching to break free.

 


“Are you listening to me?” Amy said, raising
her voice.

 


“Uh? I’m sorry. Were you saying
something?”

 


“Forget it.” She quipped. “Do you know why
I’m here?”

 


“No.” He said. “To have a drink?”

 


“I’m here because I’ve never seen a man look
at me the way you look at me.” Her face turned pink and her dark
eyes glowed in the poorly lit bar.

 


“You should go away Amy.” He replied, eyes
blazing. “I’m bad news, believe me.”

 


“What if I don’t want to go?” She kept her
eyes locked with his the whole time.

 


“Do you see the bulge in my pants?” He
asked.

 


Amy leaned against the bar and took a good
look at his pants.

 


“Take it out.” She finally said. “Let me see
it.”

 


At this exact moment, Mike realized that
maybe she wasn’t the innocent little bunny he had thought she was.
He unzipped his pants looking at her straight in the eyes. The tip
of her tongue was anxiously licking the inside of her pink lips.
Then the cock popped out, glistening with precum and throbbing with
lust.

 


“All that just from looking at me?” She asked
with a devious smile.

 


“Yes.”

 


“Stroke it!” She demanded with a raspy, soft
voice.

 


“Come here and stroke it yourself.” Mike
replied.

 


“I want to see you do it.” She suddenly
changed to a girly voice. “But don’t cum! You can only cum when I
tell you to.”

 


“I see you like games.” He said, stroking the
shaft slowly.

 


“Stick it in your whiskey glass,” she said,
“and give it to me.”

 


Bad-boy-Mike was being taken for a ride. He
wanted to jump over the bar and ravage that sweet piece of ass
right there, but whenever he looked in her eyes he couldn’t help
but to obey her orders. The whiskey stung on the tip of his cock,
but he left it there for a while, trying to squirt some more precum
into the drink. Then he handed it to her and continued
stroking—this time avoiding the reddened head.

 


“Does it sting?” Amy asked, sipping the
whiskey.

 


Suddenly she leaned over the bar and clutched
the hard member, pulling Mike toward her.

 


“Careful!” He yelled with his balls grazing
the counter.

 


“Don’t you cum!” She yelled back pulling on
the throbbing shaft.

 


“Back in the day, we used to start things
with a kiss.” He tried to joke despite the pain. Mike could feel
the cum starting to boil in his balls.

 


“Kiss me!” She said holding his neck with her
free hand.

 


He leaned towards her eager mouth—a warm soft
tongue behind pink soft lips and perfect little white teeth. He
didn’t press, just waited for her dancing twirling tongue to come
inside his mouth. Then he felt both her hands stroking his aching
engorged cock. For a second, she freed her mouth and repeated
“don’t cum until I say so!” Poor Mike was going insane, but then he
grabbed a couple of cold beer bottles and pressed them against his
belly—for a few seconds the almost exploding cum retrieved back
inside. But Amy’s sweet tongue and lips and hands were more than he
could take for so long and eventually the cum squirted eagerly on
her hands and arms in wave after wave.

 


“I said you couldn’t cum!” She said, half
serious, half giggling.

 


“I…” Sitting on the floor, still in a daze,
he couldn’t muster a word.

 


When Mike reopened his eyes, Amy was standing
over him sipping whiskey—hands and arms still covered in white cum.
Just a few minutes ago he tried to warn her about his bad-boy ways.
He tried to tell her just how dangerous he is. But now he found
himself dumbfounded. Maybe he had found the right woman after all
this time. Maybe she was ‘the one.’ Maybe—

 


“I want to see you naked.” She once again
interrupted his ruminations. “Take off your clothes.”

 


“Here?” He blurted back. “In the bar?”

 


 

“Are you waiting for someone?” She asked,
sliding her white laced panties down her silk-smooth slender legs.
Then she leaned over Mike: “Open your mouth!” And she shoved her
wet panties in his mouth: “How does that taste?”

 


Amy was playing with fire, and she stood
defiantly waiting for him to take his clothes off, sipping some
more of that precum-tinged whiskey. Then he stood up and, one by
one, his clothes all fell to the floor, exposing his tattoos and
scars.

 


“You look like you’ve been to hell and back,”
she said, admiring his muscled hairy chest.

 


Mike pulled the panties out of his mouth,
pulled Amy towards his naked
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