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Mark Diamond pushed open the heavy wooden front door of his apartment, twisted his body to one side so that the tennis court bag did not get caught in the door frame, and gratefully stepped into the welcoming cool of the air conditioned living room.

Outside the temperature was already rising to the promise of another uncomfortably hot day.  The kind of day where all one wanted to do was stay inside to escape the heat and humidity, or better yet lounge around by the pool with a cold drink in hand.  Mark was drenched in sweat from his tennis match, and after weighing these two options in his mind, he decided that a quick shower was in order, then on with his bathing suit and out to the pool.

His apartment building was located in an area popular with young professionals, and he knew from past experience that throughout this hot weekend afternoon there would be a handful of tasty, bikini-clad beauties languidly lounging around the pool for his viewing pleasure.  

Some men prefer blonds, brunettes or red heads.  Some guys seek out women with a certain bust size while others are always on the look out for women with a perfect bubble-butt.  Mark considered himself fortunate not to favor a certain type of girl.  In fact, as he turned these thoughts over in his mind, it occurred to him that the less busty a woman was the more open minded she tended to be.  Mark wondered for a brief moment if chicks like this were perhaps trying to compensate, then quickly decided he really did not care why they did what they did.  All that really mattered to him was how well they performed in bed, and as far as Mark was concerned the fewer inhibitions the better.  

He wondered if Sarah would be lying out at the pool again, and better still if he’d be able to take things beyond the public performance that she’d given him on her front porch.  It was the time of day when the sun was at its hottest, and the heat had warmed up the dozen or so well oiled, tanned bodies that were sun bathing around the pool.  On that particular afternoon Mark was so loose that he was almost dozing, yet he still managed to survey the scene.  The twelve consisted of an even number of men and women, and just when his mind began to wander with fantasies of a pool side orgy, he noticed a new babe out of the corner of his eye.  

Thirteen is supposed to be an unlucky number but he decided to make an exception for her.  Mark was surprised that he had never noticed her before, then decided that she must have just moved in since he would never have missed a hottie like this one.  

Mark quickly sized her up as she sauntered toward one of the few remaining lounge chairs:  Late-20s or early 30s, about 5'5", 120 pounds more or less, with jet black hair pulled back into a pony tail.  She wore stylish aviator sun glasses and a black bikini bottom, almost like a thong.  The girl had long, slender tanned legs and Mark thought he caught a glimpse of a toe ring on her left foot as it briefly caught the light of the sun.

Mark discreetly examined the Y area between her legs and decided that she must groom herself bare.  A men's white v-neck t-shirt that ended a few inches above her belly button was stretched across her breasts.  Mark appreciated the fact that he could not see the black color of a bikini top showing through the white t-shirt, and silently thanked her for coming to the pool at least partly 'commando'.

He idly wondered if and when her nipples would get hard and if he would be lucky enough to see how perky they could get.  A few minutes earlier he had been on the verge of dozing to the warmth of the sun but now the babe in the white t-shirt gave him an incentive to stay alert and focused.

Mark could not believe his luck at what happened next and thanked his lucky stars that he had decided to lay out at the pool that afternoon.  Maybe she had had a little too much to drink or smoke, or maybe she was just pre-occupied with something on her mind.  Mark watched her as she tossed the yellow beach towel she was carrying onto her lounge chair, then stroll over to the pool steps and descend into the welcoming water to cool herself off, seemingly oblivious to the fact that she had opted not to wear the top half of her black bikini.

Feeling refreshed, as the babe waded toward the steps leading out of the pool and began a slow climb out, Mark heard her mutter "Oh shit!" under her breath, as she suddenly realized that going to the pool today sans top was probably not the smartest decision she had ever made.

Mark briefly enjoyed her dilemma and had time to admire her firm breasts and her now rock hard nipples that proudly showed through her wet t-shirt before she turned and slid back into the water to cover up her wardrobe mistake.  He inwardly laughed to himself, imagining what an incredible story this would be to tell at the next meeting of the The Club, when he noticed a flash of panic in her eyes.

The rest of the guys around the pool were younger than Mark and did not have his sense of propriety.  They foolishly sat in their pool chairs, staring at the distraught woman.  Mark however had been raised to treat a lady like a lady, and when he saw the distressed look in her eyes his chivalrous nature automatically kicked in.  He quickly stood up, grabbed the extra tropical-print beach towel he had brought with him to the pool and walked to the steps of the pool, offering it to the helpless girl to cover up with.  

Of the six women that had been sun bathing around the pool, two had made catty comments about the babe in the white t-shirt.  Mark noticed that the other four had been coolly appraising the entire scene that had played out in front of them.  He could tell from the look in their eyes that they had been comparing her chest size and the erectness of her nipples to their own breasts.

'Very interesting', Mark thought to himself.  It takes a woman with a certain mind set to coolly and objectively compare her body to that of her competitor's.  He made a mental note to be sure and tell Jake about the female action around his pool.

Jake at The Agency was always on the look out for new talent, and it was quite possible that one of these sweet young things at the swimming pool could be recruited to join the profession.  Which meant that if all went well Mark could soon be ‘test driving’ the bedroom skills of one of The Agency's newest recruits.

Mark graciously averted his eyes as she climbed from the water and wrapped his towel around her, and thought it curious that while she had seemed to be so self assured when she entered the pool area wearing her aviators, short white t-shirt and black bikini bottom, she was now quite flustered.  He found this rather intriguing, and when she shook his hand in thanks, instead of shaking her hand back Mark looked deeply into her dark brown eyes and gently but firmly grasped her hand, bent over ever so slightly and brought the top of her hand to his lips to brush with a kiss.

“Allow me to walk you back to your apartment,” Mark said as he lifted his lips from her hand and looked directly into her soft, brown eyes.

**********

‘That was almost too easy,’ I think to myself as he raises his lips from my hand and gives me his best bedroom-eyes look.

“I’d like that very much,” I reply, trying to sound coquettish, but not too much over the top.  Yes, I’ve had my eye on this guy for the last few weeks, but still I don’t want him to think that I’m an easy lay.  “I live in one of the little bungalows over there,” I said, gesturing down the cobbled path to our right.  Our apartment complex is made up of the traditional two-flat buildings, along with some little bungalows grouped here and there in a more garden-like setting.

I take the lead as we walk down the path.  He is a step or two behind me, and as we cross in front of the sliding patio door of one of the units I catch his reflection in the glass.  His head is tilted to one side, his eyes are narrowed in concentration just a bit, and I see that he is admiring my ass.  I can feel my face flush a little and then I smirk.

“Well, thanks again for the towel,” I say as we step onto the small porch in front of my door.  “Geez, that was so embarrassing, I don’t know what I was thinking,” trying to sound as believable as possible.  I unwrap his towel from my bust and I can see that my t-shirt is still damp enough to let the pinkness of my nipples show through.  It’s OK, I’m not done playing with him yet, I decide.

“Hey, no thanks are necessary.  Anything for a damsel in distress.  My name’s Mark, by the way.”

“Sarah.  Nice to be formally introduced.”  I almost say ‘finally introduced’ but catch myself just in time.  “If there’s anything I can do to thank you . . . .”  

I let my words hang as I stand up on tippy toes to take his lower lip between mine.  As I stretch myself to reach his mouth I let my chest graze against his.  I know that he can feel my nipples through the moistened thinness of my t-shirt.  When I do this I hear him sharply inhale, and his breathing becomes more shallow.  Just like mine.  I’ve got my left leg pressed gently against his crotch and I can feel him start to stir.  I know now I want to see how far I can take this.

I release his lower lip from mine and put my hands on his shoulders.  His chest is tan and bare, and the scent of his coconut sun tan lotion mixed with his sweat turns me on.  I can feel a warmth start in my stomach and move down to my sex.  I am starting to get wet.  Still on tippy toes, I lightly run my tongue along his lower lip, then take his lip in my teeth and bite just enough to let him know that I like it hard.  His breathing becomes deeper and more shallow and I can feel his hands at my back, just above my waist, pulling me closer to him.

His hands slide down my back and he gently but firmly grasps my waist.  “I think I know how you can repay the favor,” he says.

I release his lip from my teeth and his tongue immediately begins to explore the inside of my mouth.  I explore back.  We are tongue-on-tongue, tongue-on-teeth, then I am as deep into his mouth as I can go.  As I tongue-fuck him he moves his hands from my waist and slides them beneath my bikini bottom, grabbing my bare bottom.  He holds each cheek and pulls me deeper into his body, into his crotch.  

“Oh yeah, what do you have in mind?” I ask as I stop sucking his face and lean my head back to look at him.

One corner of his mouth lifts up and he looks me in the eye and leers.  His right hand moves slowly up my side and slides under my t-shirt.  He gently cups my breast and I can tell that he is admiring the way I feel.  He brushes his thumb over my nipple, trying to make me harder than I already am, then uses his forefinger to roll it between his thumb and finger.

“You like it hard, don’t you?”  He says this more like a statement of fact than a question.  My thigh is still between his legs and I can feel that he has gone totally erect.  

“I like you hard,” I say as a step back and look up at him.  His hand is still underneath my t-shirt playing with my boob.  I run my finger nails down his back, hard, but not hard enough to leave scratch marks.  Yet.

Even though we are still standing on my porch, out in the open, I decide right then and there that I am going to fuck him with my mouth.

I take hold of his hand that is not playing with my breast and walk him over to the corner of my porch.  There’s a tall shrub and a railing around my porch that will offer us a little bit of privacy, but not much.  I can feel the slick warmth growing between my legs.  If I blow a guy that I met less than five minutes ago does that make me a total slut?  We’ll figure that one out later.  Right now I don’t really care.

“Do you like blow jobs?” I try to have an innocent look on my face when I ask him this, but I’m pretty sure he can tell from the glint in my eye that I already know the answer to that question.  I drop my hand from his back and my fingertips find the head of his cock through his swim suit.  I play with his dick the same way he played with my breast, rubbing my thumb over the head, then using my fingers and thumb to lightly stroke the tip of his cock back and forth, the same way that you would rub the ear of a kitten between your fingers.

“Oh my god,” he gasps.  His eyes are closed, his head is tilted slightly back, and his breathing is even more shallow than before.

“I’ll take that as a yes.  Come stand over here.”  I am still holding his cock through his swim suit and pull on it to guide him further into the corner of the porch by the shrub, just like you would pull a dog on a leash, so that his back is against the porch post.  I am so proud of myself.  I’m actually going to do this!

I’ve always liked giving head.  When a guy is doing you, you only have so much control  But blow jobs are different.  With a blow job, I’m in charge.

“Mark?”

“Yes?”  His voice is hoarse.  Poor baby, his throat must be dry.

“I want you to take your swim suit off now.  Can you do that for me?”

Almost before I finish my question his suit is down around his ankles.  His cock springs to attention and despite myself I let out a little gasp.

“Wow, I’m not used to having this much to work with,” I say as I examine his length.  Still standing, I circle the pad of my thumb over the tip of his dick, and rub the little bit of pre-cum that has seeped out back into the head of his penis.  I stroke my finger tips along his shaft, admiring how rigid he has become, then cup his balls with one hand.  I like the way that he keeps himself cleanly shaved.

“It’s all yours, Sarah.  Just be gentle with me.”  There’s that leer in his eyes again.  

The towel that he lent me is lying on the porch in front of him.  I drop down on my knees and think how I adore the beauty of his cock.  I take his head that is still glistening with pre-cum between my lips and use my tongue to move left and right, back and forth, underneath his dick.  I can feel his heart beating with my mouth.

“Do you like the way that feels Mark?”  

He answers my question by reaching down and cupping his hand behind my head, then slowly pulls my head toward him.  He is standing still and I open my mouth to accept more of his erection.  His shaft inches toward the back of my throat, tickles the back, then moves along the roof of my mouth and down my throat as he continues to pull me onto him.  My mouth is shoved against his groin and I have to turn slightly to breathe through my nose.  I grind my face deeper into him and I can feel his cock inch further down my throat.  

He moves his hand from the back of my head and grabs my pony tail at the base.  He slowly pulls my head back so that his cock slides back up against the bend in my throat, then just before he leaves my mouth he stops, waits for a three-count, then guides me down again to swallow his rod.  He slides me in and all the way down, up and almost out, again and again and again.  He likes to be in charge.  He is forcing me to throat fuck him and I love it.

Finally I gag.  

He is still holding onto my pony tail, and when he hears me start to choke he pulls me by the hair so that my head is all the way back and my throat reluctantly releases his cock.  I choke and I gasp for air, and there is saliva coming out of my nose and dribbling from my mouth and dripping down my chin.  I look up at him, look him in the eye, so that he can see what he has done to me.  And what I have done to him.  His dick is slick with my spit and the drool is making its way down his shaft and onto his balls.

“That’s beautiful baby, just beautiful,” he says as he uses his thumb to wipe most of the dribble from my face.  I am still on my knees, looking up at him with my newly teared eyes, and I can feel that some of my saliva is still coating me.  I turn my attention back to his erection and start to slowly jerk him off with one hand.

“Is this hard enough?” I have to ask, because his rod is still covered with my spit and I’m not sure if my grip is firm enough.

“Perfect doll.  You’re doing fine.”  He is more focused now and I can tell he is enjoying the show.  I don’t want him to cum just yet so I slow down my stroke, lift his cock with my hand and move my mouth to his balls.  The drool from when I gagged is still dripping down his sac so I use my tongue to thoroughly clean him.  

I suck one of his balls into my mouth, and then the other, slowly working them one at a time with my suction, and he starts to groan.  “I think he likes it,” I say out load, but really to myself.  My t-shirt is mostly dry now, except for the spots that are soaked from my spit when I gagged, and my nipples are like little pink peaks through my shirt.  Inside my bikini bottom, between my legs, I am warm and wet.  

I am ready to make him cum in my mouth.

I put my hands behind my back and look up at him.  “Mark, do you like me like this?”  

I see the look on his face and with my hands still behind my back I slowly take his cock into my mouth.  This time I do not deep throat him.  Instead, I let the tip of his erection bounce off the back of my throat, then I use the suction from my tongue to slow him down as his dick slides out of my throat.  Just before his head leaves my mouth I hold him with my lips, then move my head forward until he is tickling the back of my throat again.  I keep doing this until I sense that he is right at the edge.

I can hear him breathe, I can taste him, I can feel his pulse inside my mouth, and I know that he is ready.  I move my head back and let him slide out of my throat one last time.  I stop his exit with my mouth, only this time I begin to suck on his head with my lips and my tongue.  

He is looking down at me, this woman in a drool spotted white t-shirt and a wet spot between her bikini bottom, this woman that he barely knows who is on her knees in front of him, in public with his cock in her mouth.  He sees me look up into his eyes, and just then he groans and I feel his climax spurt into my mouth.  I keep working his head until I know he is drained.  I savor his sweet-salty taste and I swallow.

As I stand up I feel a little bit of his semen oozing out the side of my mouth.  “Good thing I wore a white t-shirt,” I grin as I wipe the corner of my mouth with my shirt.  I reach up to him on tippy toes and give him a deep French kiss, making sure that he can taste what is left of himself inside of my cool mouth. 

A flush runs through my entire body and I feel completely relaxed.  I thought I would feel like a total whore, but instead I feel totally empowered.  It’s an incredible pleasure.

“My god, you are an amazing woman.  I can’t believe I met you!” 

I smile and kiss him lightly on the lips, no biting, no tongue, just a light kiss on the lips.  I open the door, step inside and turn to say good bye.  He is moving forward to follow me inside and I raise my hand to stop him.

“Mark, I’d love to invite you in, but my husband will be home any minute now. . . .”

**********

Mark shook his head to bring himself out of the wet day dream memory and back to reality, shrugging his shoulders up and down, trying to remove the muscle tension in them.  

He carried the court bag into the bedroom and placed it in the closet, then bent at the waist, and without having to bend his knees reached down to untie his tennis shoes.  He was always pleased with his ability to do this.  It had taken Mark quite some time to build up the strength of his core and to lose the weight that gave him the strength and endurance of most guys that were half his age.  

Stripping out of his sodden tennis clothes he admired himself in the mirror.  At 43 years old Mark had a flat stomach and well defined muscles.  To be sure, not the kind of muscle mass that the weekend warrior body builders who were obviously on steroids had.  These were the guys that had thick necks and huge upper body muscles while at the same time sported beer guts and pencil thin legs.

No, Mark Diamond had the toned physique and physical endurance that let a girl know she was in good hands and that both in and out of the bedroom she would be handled very, very well.  

He turned the shower on, made sure the water was the perfect blend of hot and cold, then stepped in and began soaping himself down.  His wandering
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