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Many people don't believe me when I say I have a
psychic power, but it's true! I was born with the power to somehow
give permission to people to let their inhibitions go.

If they want.

It works like this: say, you want a cookie, but you
know you shouldn't eat it because dinner is coming, or you'll gain
weight, or yada, yada, yada. Normally, you'd just move on without
too much suffering. But if I was there, I'd know if you really
wanted that cookie, or if it was just a passing fancy, understand?
So, if you really wanted that cookie, but society was saying no,
I'd know that. And I would tell you to go ahead and eat the cookie
and my psychic power give you all the permission you needed.

If you didn't really want that damned cookie, I could
throw my power at you until my brain melted and you'd still not eat
it.

By the same token, there lots and lots of women out
there who want dick, but society’s inhibitions keep them from
enjoying. Which keeps me from enjoying. Thankfully, there are
enough women who really do want to bang a stranger that my dance
card is usually full

As I said, I can't really make anyone do anything.
They have to want it in the first place. In truth, anyone who
doesn't really, really, really want it, well no one can turn a “no”
into a “yes,” right? And I'm never, ever going to force anyone to
do anything they don't want to do, right?

Still, I ain't deprived!

Just the other day…

I was jogging along a footpath along the Hudson up
near the town of Peekskill. Jogging is something I have to do. Too
many of those damned cookies in early childhood, know what I mean?
That psychic power of mine often gave my mom and dad and aunts and
uncles just the excuse they needed to indulge me when I wanted it.
And I wanted it. A lot. So, as a child, I was quite rotund.

I still have a large appetite. But not for food so
much. I've learned to control it.

More or less.

So, I was jogging. I had just finished my five miles
and thought about finding the path that led to the lot and my car.
I was huffing and puffing, but that was only because I did some
sprints during the last couple of miles. The mid-summer sun shone
down just enough to give me that lightly baked feeling. Although I
had that slight weakness of a hard workout, I felt good.

Just then, I heard a faint tapping behind me. I
jogged along a few more moments and listened to the taps get
louder. I sighed to myself. I'd had the path to myself for the last
hour - it being mid-day and most folk at work. I felt that wonder
lifted feeling that come from a good workout wilt just a
little.

The tapping grew louder and became the light
slap-slap of running shoes on macadam. I turned and jogged backward
a moment to see who it was. Then I saw her.

Oh, she was a vision.

Tall. Lean. Obviously, an avid runner with those
long, sculpted legs. Her blonde hair was tied back in tail that
bobbed and danced with her steps. Even at seventy paces I could see
her bright blues and coral lips. Small breasts rose and fell
beneath a sports bra. Her top and tight, pale blue, loose, running
shorts bordered a bare belly, flat and lightly ribbed with
muscle.

Beautiful!

As she approached, she smiled that smile women use
when passing strange men who are looking at them. I smiled and gave
a little wave. Her smile broadened slightly and her eyes brightened
just a bit.

And why not? I may have been rotund as a child, but
diet and exercise, my friends, diet and exercise. All false modesty
aside, but I am quite a good-looking dude.

As she passed, me still jogging backward, she said,
“Hey.” A single plosive breath that barely broke the rhythm of her
breathing.

I wondered. I replied, “Hey.” And I waved.

And I pushed out with my power.

She passed. A moment later I danced around to jog
forward once more. And to watch that magnificent form move away.
The rear was just as exquisite. Each compact buttock rocked up and
down with each step, cradled in the blue shorts. And her back!

Admission: I have a thing about women’s backs. I love
to see them below me as I slip my cock into a woman’s pussy or
asshole. There’s something about the play of muscle and bone
beneath the skin that I love. It's like a kind of internal ballet
that complements the sensation of an orifice wrapped around my
penis and that delicious and silky friction. It almost always sends
me right over the top!

This woman had a magnificent back. Slender and
smooth. I wanted feel it under my fingers. To massage it. To run my
tongue along the cleft of her backbone and taste her salt from the
nape of her neck to the pucker of her anus. I wanted to splash my
semen across it!

Suddenly my cock twitched heavily in my running
shorts. I wanted this woman. But did she want me? I let my power
out again. And she turned slightly without breaking stride and
caught me looking.

And she smiled!

She put on speed and accelerated away, arms and legs
pumping. I picked up my pace, but she soon disappeared beyond the
next bend. I slowed again and sighed. I guess not, I thought. But,
as I said, a woman has to want it for the power to work. “No” is
stronger.

So, I pounded along for another five minutes,
covering almost another half mile.

But, lo! and behold, as I came around another curve
in the path, there she was. She sat on a rough block of stone,
stretching her abductors. She had the soles of her shoes flat
against each other and flapped her legs gently to stretch those
muscles. She looked up at me and smiled - and that without the
power!

I trotted up to her and stopped. I put my hands on my
knees and panted. “We meet again,” I said. I couldn't help but
stare. Those legs… Without volition, the power went forth.

She released her feet and stretched one leg out while
drawing the other knees to her chest. This exposed her tanned thigh
all the way to her crotch. Instantly, my eyes were drawn to where a
stretch of pale, gold pubic hair spilled from under the hem of her
panties.

Another of my little desires: pubic hair. I never
understood the mania for shaving or waxing. Natural was best. Oh, I
wanted her! My cock pressed uncomfortably against my shorts and I
was sure she could see the bulge!

And the way she acted, she was kind of interested
herself.

I poured out the power and said, “You look really
sexy like that.”

There was a momentary pause - as there often is when
the power strikes a sympathetic personality. Then she smiled
radiantly. “Thank you,” she said.

“I really like your curly hair.”

She raised a hand to her head. “But my hair is-“ she
stopped, then looked down. “Really?” she said. “You like that?”

“Absolutely,” I said. “I love to run my fingers
through it.”

She blushed. “No one ever said that before.”

I poured out more of my ability at her. “Can I see
the rest?”

“My pubes?”

I nodded. “I really like it.”

“Okay.” She reached down and, hooking some
fingers at the hem of her panties, pulled them to one side. She
looked back at me. “What do you think?”

I came within a few feet of her and squatted. It was
beautiful. Her pubic hair was matted and wet with her sweat. In
fact, I could just smell her musky scent, which was like a fine
wine in my nostrils (and I wanted to taste her, funk and all!). Her
lips were pressed together, but the inner lips protruded just
enough. “It's gorgeous,” I said.

“Really?”

“Yeah.” I pushed again with the Power. “How
does it taste?”

“I think it's good,” she said. “I always taste
myself when I masturbate.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” she said. “But no one but a girlfriend
in college ever commented.”

“Really?” I said. “You know, I can smell it
from here.”

She wrinkled her nose. “Bet you hate it.”

“Hell no!” I exclaimed. “It's beautiful! And
it's driving me crazy!”

“Really?” She rubbed her fingers through her
pubic hair and between her lips. Then she held it under her nose
with her eyes closed. “Mmmm.” She opened her eyes and looked at me.
“Oh, I must look weird!”

I pushed the Power again. “Not at all,” I said. “That
was very sexy.”

She held out her hand. “Care for a sniff?”

I grinned. “I thought you'd never ask.” I leaned
forward, one hand on the pavement and brought my nose close to her
finger. Heavenly! Musk and sweat. Perhaps a little ass. I leaned a
little further and engulfed her finger with my mouth and eagerly
sucked the dainty bit of moisture. “Oh,” I said. “That's good!”

I let go. She looked at me through half-closed eyes.
“No one has ever told me they thought my vagina tasted good.”

“No? Well that's an injustice!” And I
pushed!

“Would you like to…”

“Yes,” I said. I stood and held out my hand.
She reached up and took it. I pulled her to her feet. She had a
soft palm and I wondered what it would feel like on my dick. Then
she wrapped and arm around my neck and pressed her sweaty body
against mine. Her lips found mine and we kissed for I don't know
how long. Her tongue as strong, yet soft. It slipped and twisted
around mine. I broke free momentarily and said, “There's a side
trail a little ways ahead.”

“Okay.”

And we went.

The side trail broke away. Its pavement was a little
rougher and slightly overgrown. But there was a bench I knew about
and it was to that that I led her. At the bench, I kissed her
again, savor I glanced the taste of her mouth, her lips, her
tongue. Then I knelt before her and hooked my fingers on the
waistband of her shorts and panties. I pulled them down until they
puddled around her ankles. I held them open so she could step out
of them.

Oh, lord! What a sight. Naked, but for her sports bra
and running shoes. A goddess! Golden skin. Golden hair. Paler skin
outlining panties or bikini bottom. Hair matted and sweaty. I held
her panties to my nose and inhaled. The smell of her pussy made me
drunk. I think the overflow of my emotion hit her. She moaned and
sat on the bench.

I dropped the crumpled panties and shorts and laid my
hands on the feverish skin of her thighs. I pushed them up and out.
I watched the delicate folds of her cunt spread wide.

I looked up at her and said, “It's beautiful!”

“Thank you,” she said.

And it was, too. Her outer lips made two lovely,
matted, golden mounds that framed a delight. Her inner lips made a
plump frame around her clit at the top and the dark hole of her
vagina at the bottom, from which was dribbling the translucent
fluid of her desire. Just below that peeked the right pucker of her
anus.

I looked up at her. “Shall I?” I asked.

She nodded. “Yes. Please. Suck on my cunt!”

With my hands on her thighs, and my thumbs pulling
wide her damp outer lips, I leaned close to the center of her. I
inhaled, savoring the slightly funky aroma of her pussy. God! That
musky scent was heaven! Then I planted my lips on hers and French
kissed her cunt.

“Ohhhh!” she shrilled. She thrust against my
hands, trying to press her hot vulva against my mouth. I thrust
back, burying my tongue as far as I could up her vagina. Savory and
sweet. A little acrid, but delicious. I planted my whole mouth
against her inner lips, tongue probing deep into her.

Her fingers twisted in my hair. “Oh god!” She yelled.
“That feels so good!”

I pushed back against her insistent hands and looked
up at her, the Power unlocking her desires. “I love the taste of
your cunt,” I growled. “It's so delicious!” I pushed her thighs
harder so her knees were somewhere around her ears. This rotated
her hips so her anus rose a little higher. “Look at that asshole,”
I said. “I got to eat that!”

I ran my tongue over the pucker of her asshole. Yeah,
it tasted funky, but who cared? It was her ass, and I was going to
eat it. I pressed the tip of my tongue against her dainty
sphincter. Her hands grabbed at my hair and ears, pressing me
tighter against her crotch. There came a veritable flood of her
vagina juice splashing across my nose and dropping down to her
anus. I lapped it up as I ran my tongue around and over muscular
ring of her asshole.

The juice made just enough difference
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