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Editor’s Note:

 


You can find this story with the others listed below in the
‘Hardcore
Erotica Vol 2’ collection.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Cleaner Vs Night Manager, Zen Master Vs
Karma Sutra Master, Soldier Vs Whore, Birthday Boy Vs Birthday
Girl.

 


The ‘Hardcore Erotica Vol 2’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


First Act: The First Meeting

 


"You look bored."

"I'm not, young one. I am meditating."

"On what? Boredom?"

"I am considering the opening of a
rose."

"Nice. I know a great position for
that."

"Thank you."

"What just 'thank you'? No, go away this
time?"

"I am over that. I see it as
purposeless."

"No, you have it wrong. It has a
purpose."

I open my eyes. Her huge breasts are about
eye level.

"What purpose could it have?"

"My amusement."

"I see. Go away."

"See that wasn't so hard."

She continues to sit in front of me. I note
that her breasts are wobbling slightly as she breathes. This woman
is quite annoying.

I wait.

"I'm not leaving. The retreat organizer said
we have to talk."

I seek out my mind and ask it what this
might be about. It reminds me that I have to ask Samantha about
when the retreat goers will be leaving her seminar today.

"That is good. I am glad that you sought me
out."

"Thanks..."

I do not see her reason for sarcasm and
discard it. It is irrelevant.

"When will the participants be leaving your
seminar?"

She jerks back slightly and presses her
finger to her lips. I make no attempt to move my head upwards even
though my eyes are centered on her physical flesh. This woman's
face causes 'disturbances' in my presence. Her chest is much easier
to deal with.

"On time."

"I see. That is not what happened
yesterday."

"I got excited."

"It is not important."

"Yes, it is. I got excited and we did a few
more positions. They were all very happy. Positively humming with
zen."

"Please do not tease me."

She laughs.

"I'm not teasing you. I do that with my
clothes off."

I laugh. She really is an amusing child.

"I think that is something we can both live
without."

She gives me an irritated look. I wonder if
she has some sort of attachment to annoying me. I do not really
understand the inner workings of this woman. She is quite difficult
to figure out in many ways.

"Will you try to get them out on time?"

"I can 'try'."

I am not convinced, but it is not worth the
minor irritation of following up on it.

I pause and the world slips slowly into calm
again.

"Are you going to keep on meditating while
I'm talking to you?"

I shake myself. How much time have I lost in
the stillness? It is sometimes hard to remember that I am as
reliant on the clock as other people. I do have tasks to do.

"I'm sorry. I was momentarily unaware."

She wiggles an eyebrow. I quickly look down
at her breasts again. That stirred me slightly.

"You sat there while I waved my hands in
front of your face. You really are a freaky guy."

"Freaky?"

"I bet you could lick cunt for hours."

"Um..."

She leans forward and slips her face down so
her eyes are only centimeters from my own. I can feel the gentle
brush of her hair on my cheeks. Her eyes are so deep and full that
my mind temporarily goes blank. They are so deep it is like looking
into the depths of the sea. I have always found this very hard -
this eye contact of hers. It is so sexual that I often find myself
swelling because of it.

"Now, we are talking. Can you feel that
energy? That's called Cunt."

She sifts back and I lick my lips. I have
never met anyone who could create such a sense of tension in me.
She is a destructive force to my inner presence. I must purge her
from my soul, but I do not have the will to right now. It will have
to wait until she leaves.

"Will you leave me?"

"Only if you ask nicely - and not in that
hollow zen way."

"Would you please leave me?"

She looks at me again. She seems
disappointed.

"You have a lot you can learn from me, you
know. You shouldn't avoid what is in your Cunt."

I shake my head. I wonder how she came up
with the idea of calling sexual energy Cunt. It certainly breaks my
state and then some.

"I feel I learn from you every time I meet
you."

She smiles. She doesn't get that that was me
saying I learn more how to control myself in the face of her
Cunt.

"Until we meet again, zen monk."

"Until later."

She stands up and reorganizes the robe she
wears most times of the day. The Tantric Sex Instructor requires
ease of nudity it seems. I find it interesting how 'practically'
she takes a job that does not really involve any real sex.

"Think on my cunt," she says as she
leaves.

I sigh. That one is not about her sexual
energy and, yes, I will be thinking on both until I can squash them
down enough.


Second Act: Late Students

 


I knock. There are people moaning and
groaning inside. I wonder if this is a good idea.

"Why?"

I stifle down the feelings and thoughts that
accompany them. This is not the time or the place.

No one opens the door and I let myself
in.

I suck in a breath. This is not quite what I
had imagined when I thought of what her class might be like. She is
lounging on a chair on the far side of the room. She is naked. My
eyes can only rest on the center of her bosom, which is exposed by
the lean of her body and the way she almost aggressively pushes it
out to the world. For some reason this situation makes me not able
to breathe. I feel like I am going weak in the knees. It has been
so long since I have felt this way that I can barely remember a
similar situation. I feel destroyed, but not so much so. There is a
deepness in this feeling, something unexplored that calls me.

She doesn't look to me. Samantha is too busy
looking at her students. They are spread out around the room in
various positions. There are a fat couple working each other
erotically at full pace against the wall and a younger couple doing
lewd things to one another's behinds that makes me wonder about
there sanity. Around these two sets of 'overachievers' are others
who are engaged in acts of carnality that I have never even
imagined to see in real life. This is the Tantric Sex class and
they are not practicing - they are performing.

The queen among them is violently flanging
her lady bits with an incredible ferocity that seems to be enough
to break the delicate lining of that piece. I wonder how long she
can keep up with such action before things start to tear away from
their central fixture. My knowledge of the physical body is in no
way medical, but I feel that this may not end well.

"Observe my Cunt!"

I stare in shock as her students turn with
adoring eyes towards the woman and the filth that she is
performing. They turn from their lustful attentions and become one
with the intensity of the whole affair. I find that for all I want
to leave, I also want to know where this event of mysterious
indecency will lead.

I watch and they watch and we all watch as
her pace reaches even higher heights. This is the moment. Something
is jarring through her well formed and obscene body. It is spurring
down from her heart and moving through the muscles of her frame
towards the lower center. In this there can be only one destruction
of sanity that takes it's name and time in the world of her
undersides.

"Release the Cunt!" she screams.

A deluge of womanly juices squirts from the
hole to a small silver bowl underneath. This act of sexual violence
is only intensified by the fact that she is looking at me with
those eyes of hers. They are drilling into my face as her body
rocks and rolls slowly through the motions of a hearty orgasm that
leaves her leaking slowly to the cushion that she is positioned so
seductively on.

"It is time for your next class. Wipe
yourselves and revel in my heaven."

They do just that right in front of my eyes.
The men and women dress after using tissues and towels provided to
clean their body parts and come to place a single finger in their
teacher's flavorsome bowl. They then suck that finger with looks of
ecstasy on their faces.

I stand waiting until one of the students
stops in front of me and gives me an expectant look. Can people
actually meditate after engaging in actions like this? They have
probably been doing this for the whole weekend, and longer for some
of the guests. There is undoubtably a certain state in their minds
right now. It is no wonder that since my course has been scheduled
after the tantric workshops that the results I have been getting
have gone down. The students have been high on the dregs of an orgy
after all.

"Please come this way."

I look to Samantha. She is licking her
finger and looking to me. I cannot read her emotions, but I know
that I have seen the truth of her. I wonder how that will affect
me. I will have to meditate on it.
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