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Learning Curves


Chapter One

 


Winnie’s face was bright red with embarrassment. She
was glad her grandmother was on the other end of the telephone and
unable to see that her normal calm façade had crumbled away. “Oh,
I’m so sorry, Grandma,” she apologized. “When I set up that profile
on the dating site, I must not have been thinking and put in your
email address instead of mine.”

It was fine to have been named after her grandmother,
Young Winnie loved Old Winnie, but she knew exactly what had
happened when setting up her profile. When she clicked on the email
field for those interesting in contacting her, the computer had
popped up several possible choices of address and she had simply
chosen her grandmother’s instead of her own, but entirely by
accident.

“It’s fine, dear, I didn’t read any of them except
for the first.” She paused a moment and Winnie didn’t know what to
say. Then her grandmother said, “I must say, he seemed
intensely interested in you.”

“Oh shit,” Winnie cursed under her breath. When her
grandmother stressed a word like that, it held a lot more meaning
than what she was actually saying.

“Watch your language, dear. Anyway, I’ve forwarded
all the other emails to you.”

“I’ll change the address right away,” Winnie
interjected.

“Do that.” Again, the grandmotherly pause came up.
“You aren’t doing anything you shouldn’t be doing, are you,
honey?”

“No, no,” Winnie reassured her. “This is just how
it’s done nowadays, Grandma.”

“Uh-huh.” Her grandmother didn’t sound completely
convinced. “But I’m glad you’re out there again. How long has it
been since Justin?”

Justin was her ex-boyfriend. She had been with him
two years before she had ended the relationship. It had been six
months—six long, dry, boring months—since she had broken up with
him and spent too many nights alone, crying. It was odd that she
cried about the end of the relationship because she was the one who
had broken up with him. “Six months, Grandma. Six months.”

“Too long for a young girl like you.”

“Thanks, Gram. But I don’t think twenty nine is all
that young.”

“Young enough, these days. When I think of what I was
doing at twenty nine and what you are doing…”

“Gram!”

 


After getting off the phone Winnie rushed to the
website, changed her profile’s email contact, and then started
sorting through the emails Gram had forwarded to her. They all were
intensely interesting. That had to be because of what she
put in her contact info.

She looked at the tagline she had written only two
days earlier. Late twenties woman into having a few adventures.
I don’t have any kinks of my own but I’d love to help you explore
yours.

That line was enough to generate over a hundred
emails, all forwarded by her surprisingly tech-savvy grandmother.
Maybe that was a typical response rate, but Winnie had no way to
gauge if it was average or not. With a determine sigh she started
plowing through every one.


Chapter Two

 


The date had gone surprisingly well Winnie had to
admit to herself. Greg was polite, well-dress and well-mannered,
which shouldn’t have surprised her but it did because they met on a
website designed specifically for people looking to hook up for
sex, not for a lifetime commitment. The restaurant was nice,
neither too casual nor too intimate. They had initially decided to
meet for drinks, and then go to dinner if drinks weren’t enough,
but they hadn’t decided what to do afterwards.

“A movie?” Greg suggested as they waited for the
server to bring the check.

Winnie half-smiled. He was almost too polite and
well-mannered. “I don’t think so.” It had been six long months and
Justin was behind her now. “If this was the seventies I suppose one
of us would be asking your place or mine. But I think I’d rather go
back to you place.”

“My place?” Greg was either an excellent actor or
truly was taken by surprise.

“Your place for sex,” Winnie said with a confidence
she didn’t entirely feel but wanted to project.

“For sex?” Now he sounded truly stunned.

“Keep it up, cowboy, and you won’t be getting any.”
She gave him a knowing wink which seemed to puzzle him even
more.

 


Greg’s apartment was surprisingly nice for a man
living by himself. The living room was a mess, but the bedroom was
fairly neat and tidy. Maybe he had planned ahead; maybe he just
didn’t bother to pick up in the living room where he watched
television and didn’t do much else. The moment they walked through
the door, he pressed her up against the wall and kissed her with a
ferocity that she didn’t know he had within him. The entire date he
had been polite, almost demure, but the moment the door shut he was
a wildman. His tongue went down her throat while one hand cupped
her breast as the other one went down to her ass where he slowly
started gathering the material to her dress and pulling it up with
the intention of revealing her panties and tucking his hand into
them to grasp her ass.

She didn’t let him get that far. Winnie pushed his
head back with her hands, kissed and bit gently on the side of his
neck, and then fell down to her knees. His crotch was now at her
eye level and that made it easier for her to unbuckle his belt and
open up his pants. Underneath his casual khakis Greg was wearing a
pair of black athletic-style underwear that clearly showed the
outline of his erect cock. Winnie leaned forward and inhaled his
scent. It wasn’t particularly strong, but his smell was acceptable
to her. If anything had smell off to her at all, that would have
been the end of it. Smell was critical to Winnie. As a reward for
his good hygiene and natural correct combination of pheromones,
Winnie pulled his underwear down to his thighs, letting his cock
spring out at her. She grabbed the shaft in her left hand, steadied
herself by holding his thigh with her right hand, and licked the
half of his cock that wasn’t in her hand.

“Oooh,” he moaned, looking down at her. More than
anything he wanted to lock eyebeams with her to put a metaphysical
cement on their now purely physical bond.

Winnie caught his eyes as her tongue reached the end
of his cock. A bit of precum was seeping out. She tasted the
slightly sweet, slightly salty flavor he exuded and once again
approved. She backed up a bit and resisted smacking her lips. “Care
for a blowjob?” she asked him. His cock wasn’t huge, but it was
more than sufficient. Long, but neither too thin or too thick, with
a gentle curve upwards culminating in a prominent crown that fit
nicely between her lips.

“Sure.” What else would a polite new lover say? He
certainly wasn’t going to say no to an attractive and willing
woman. “Here or in the bedroom?”

Not bothering to answer, Winnie engulfed his cock’s
head in her mouth and sucked firmly. More of his precum excited her
tongue and she knew they’d be in bed shortly. There wasn’t a need
to give him a blowjob to make him hard—he already was—and she
didn’t need to do it to convince him to have sex with her—they’d
both already made that decision. She blew him because she wanted
to, because she hadn’t had a cock anywhere near her body in half a
year, and because it was just the polite thing to do.

As she blew him Greg pulled off his shirt, stepped
out of his shoes, and managed to get his pants and underwear off
without much difficulty or disturbing Winnie from the fine art of
fellatio. They had barely been in his home five minutes and already
he was naked. Winnie was fully dressed, but she was determined to
rectify that in a minute. Abruptly she stood up, but didn’t release
her grip on his cock. “Where’s the bedroom?”

Greg pointed and she followed where he indicated,
pulling him along by the cock, heading for his bed. Winnie swung
her ass a little more than necessary as she pulled Greg along. She
had more confidence in her rear end than in any other part of her
body. Winnie wasn’t exactly overweight, but she was firmly in the
curvy category. Some men appreciated a prominent ass and so, as
much as possible, Winnie led with that part of her anatomy. She
wished her tits were bigger, but no matter how much weight she
gained or lost, her chest seemed stuck at the same time it was in
college.

Entering the bedroom she spied the bed, yanked him
along, letting him fall on his back onto the rumpled sheets. Greg
probably could have spent a little extra time at the gym, but he
was in reasonably good shape and had thick, muscular thighs. He
kept his feet on the floor and she knelt down between his feet to
take his cock in her mouth again. It was more of a need to satiate
her oral fixation than it was to get him off.

Even so, she didn’t want him to cum in her mouth.
Winnie knew exactly what she wanted in a sexual encounter. Abruptly
she stood up and yanked her shimmery blue panties down, exposing
her pussy to him for half a second, before rucking up her dress
around her hips as she crawled on top of Greg. The two of them
reposition their bodies, trying to align themselves correctly. It
was their first time together so it took some effort to put
everything in order. Eventually Winnie just grabbed his cock and
slid down on it. She moaned pleasantly as he filled her up.

“Ever fuck someone while she was still wearing her
dress?” Winnie asked as her hips started pumping up and down on
his.

“Yeah.”

“Oh yeah? When?”

“Old girlfriend. Up against the wall in the back of a
dance club.” His answer came between quick puffs of air as his
breathing increased. “Show me your tits.”

For a moment Winnie considered pulling down the top
edge of her dress, which was already a fairly low cut scoop
neckline, but
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