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Some of you went
straight to college after high school. There is a lot going on at
college that those that didn’t go – don’t know about. I mean, there
is an unleashing of this sexual and other freedom that just lets
loose after a semester or two.

When I was eighteen,
I missed it. I didn’t go to college back then. I went to the
military and had more fun than a man should ever be able to. No
regrets, that’s for sure! When I was twenty-four, I got around to
going to college. I signed up at a state university in Miami and
didn’t know what the hell I wanted to get into.

The first semester
was filled with great times, I lived in the dorm, not being able to
afford anything else. I had sex with a couple of girls that may be
the subject of future stories, but not this one.

I remember sex came
from anywhere, and you never knew where it was coming from next. I
was playing volleyball out in the sandpit with a couple of friends.
Some girls were watching from their room, hanging out the window
and cheering every now and then. I didn’t know any of them, but
they were in my dorm building.

I found out later
they were future physical therapists. I talked briefly with the
three roommates after the game. One of them, Kim, invited me back
later to get some cookies her mom was making for her. Of course, I
had to come back!

I went to her room,
ate some cookies, kissed a bit, and before I know it she was asking
me, ‘Do you want to put it in me?’

Sometimes it was
that easy. If we could only go back and relive it,
right?

* * *

I was enrolled in
biology class. It was a bitch. Psychologists have told me I have a
160 IQ. Guess what? Not all smart people understand science, or
even care at the age they’re going to school. I didn’t get
biology, chemistry, physics, or math. My skills lie far away from
these areas – more between my legs, I guess you could say!

Anyway, the biology
class was very large. There were over 250 people in the auditorium.
I always sat in the back, so I could write stories and doodle shit
on my notepad. Paper notepad. This was 1993 and I wouldn’t have my
IBM ThinkPad notebook computer for another year.

There were some
great looking girls in the class, that much was certain. In Miami,
it’s so damn hot that most of the time girls are in tight fitting
short shirts – sometimes Daisy Duke shorts – that gets guys all
cranked up. Google ‘Daisy Duke Shorts’ if you don’t know what I’m
referring to. Dukes of Hazard was a redneck American show and the
hot girl in it had big hooters. Her name was Daisy Duke. She wore
some incredible tight shorts that showcased her perfect ass!
Anyway, I digress.

The auditorium was
air-conditioned, otherwise it would have been unbearable. The
temperatures are frequently 90 F degrees and higher in the summer
and we were smack in the middle of summer.

I sat in the same
place every class – back left side. There were a group of girls who
tended to sit there too and one girl that was always off on her
own. She was a little bit older I could tell, but how much older? I
couldn’t guess accurately. My guess was thirty-five. She was more
composed than the other young girls, and she had a wedding ring
with a huge one carat diamond on it. A very nice rock. She always
dressed nicely… a bit fashionable but more on the conservative
side. Sometimes I see that as sexy.

Her hair was light
brown with some very light-blonde highlights. The highlights looked
natural like she was in the sun a lot, but I’m sure it came from a
bottle. Her skin was dark, her lips thin and always shiny with new
lipstick. Get this, she had braces! Her braces drove me nuts. I
love braces on girls. It must be from when I was a teen and wanted
girls with braces I’d never be able to get.

Her chest was
smallish – B cups almost surely, and very round and firm. Sometimes
I guessed she was younger, maybe even just under thirty. Either
way, she was at least five years older than I was, and that had me
at least a little interested in her. We never talked, just smiled
at each other a few times.

You know when you’re
in your teens and early twenties every boundary that you can push
with sex, you want to push. Age, height, size of tits, ass type,
long-legged girls, or short girls… there was always some unique
angle to pursue. For me it was like cataloging trophies each time I
pursued a new girl who had different features or background.

Her name was
‘Maria.’ I think every Latina girl in Miami has Maria in her name
somewhere. She was definitely Cuban. She spoke Spanish well and
politely with the other girls. That day, she smiled shyly at me
when I looked at her and she caught me looking twice during
class.

Maria was about 5’8’
and wore heels often. Her legs were just perfect… thin and strong.
She had a slight calf that was toned and quite nice.

We had to get into
small groups during one class for a future presentation and since I
was alone, and she was alone – we looked to each other when the
teacher first mentioned finding a group of four people, both
smiling like this was our lucky day. We also quickly found another
guy and a girl and had our group.

We met at the
library after hours that day and outlined our project. Maria was so
quiet. She had great ideas, but she was very shy in the group.
Maybe because we were all younger and she felt out of place, I
don’t know. She wasn’t the usual outgoing American type. Just a shy
Cuban girl that obviously had a family at home by the size of the
diamond and the fancy wedding band.

The group went well.
The other guy in the group was really funny. He was black and maybe
nineteen. A seriously perverted guy! In class he’d be poking the
dissected frog we had with a pointer and telling everyone, ‘This is
the sex…’ Over and over, he was saying different things about the
sexuality of the frog, how they mate and stuff. It was funny as
hell.

When Maria laughed,
she covered her mouth. Out of politeness or embarrassment at having
braces at her age, I don’t know. It was cute as hell and I thought
for the first time about fucking her if I ever got the chance. If
she thought it too, she never let on. She was shy with everyone,
not just me. I didn’t give it another thought.

We all walked to the
parking lot together and Maria got into her five-series BMW. I was
impressed! Hell, as a college student I had a Honda Civic, and I
was lucky to have that. The others in our group all had ordinary
cars that were nothing to brag about.

After she got into
her Beamer I thought I saw her staring at me in the rearview
mirror, and then the side mirror too a little bit before she
started the car. I was sure of it. I smiled a couple of times, and
yet I didn’t know if she was interested in me at all. We’d not said
more than a hundred words to each other the entire day.

On the way home, I
was hungry, so I turned in to the Miami Subs drive-thru to pick up
a submarine sandwich. As I turned in the parking lot, I thought for
sure I’d seen Maria in her car turn in also, just two cars behind
me. Some jackass in front of me stopped his Jeep and was hitting
the reverse lights – so I laid on the horn and cussed him out for a
good fifteen seconds. When I tried to find where she went, she was
gone. I was damn sure it was her but, honestly, I guess it could
have just been wishful thinking. The girl was in my head!

I was living in a
room in an elderly lady’s house that had a private side-entrance,
but I could hear them plain as day through the adjoining door. They
were still fucking, that much was quite obvious as I could hear
them as if I was in the same room. They must have been doing it in
the kitchen half the time because my kitchen and theirs was where
the door connected.

I had yet to bring
anyone back to my room for sex or anything else but hearing the
landlord getting banged had me ready for my own experience.

Now that I think
about it, this was right after the physical therapist broke up with
me. I think she thought we’d be getting engaged within a year, and
she got tired of waiting and told me to get out. So, I was looking
for someone new and wasn’t having much luck the last couple
weeks.

Two days later back
at Biology class I saw Maria again, she sat in my row this time and
I had to slide by her as she stood up in the theater-type folding
seat chairs. Our faces were inches from each other and I smelled
her amazing perfume. I don’t know what it was, but it was like a
Ciara type perfume. In fact, it could have been Ciara – one of my
favorite perfumes ever, I’d just not smelled it for years since my
first high school girlfriend wore it. I could fuck a moose if she
wore the right amount of that stuff.

We smiled at each
other and I sat next to her instead of in my usual spot about four
more seats in. The smell of her, and her pink lipstick and braces
had me crazy by the end of the two-hour class. A test was coming
up, the teacher reminded us. It was to be the most difficult test
of the year, so we’d better prepare for it, she virtually pleaded
with us.

Maria and I both
looked at each other – and I said it first, ‘Do you think we can
get together and study for this test tonight or tomorrow?’

She said sweetly,
‘Yes, I want that too. Tomorrow is better for me, tonight I have
more classes.’

‘Tomorrow night is
good for me too – where do you want to meet?’ I asked.

‘Third floor of the
library in the study rooms? I’ll reserve one. How about 6 p.m. for
you?’ She said. Apparently, she knew right where a great place to
study was.

‘Works for me! I’ll
see you there. Don’t be late…’ I said.

‘YOU don’t be late!’
She retorted… aware that I was usually one of the late arrivals to
Biology class

She was smiling as
she said it. To me, it was more like we were making a date to get
to know each other than for studying for the exam. The test wasn’t
for five more days. I thought, if this works out well we could get
another study date in before the test. I made a mental note to be
extra clean and smart looking for the next day at the library.
Latinas are always so clean and dress so well, I might as well
clean up my act a bit. Who knew what was possible?

We said goodbye and
went to our separate classes. I watched her walk away, her ass was
very nice – like a fine stallion, my friend from Bolivia used to
say. Apparently in South America they compare women to horses. He
did it all the time. He said his dick was like a horse too. Maybe
he was just fixated on horses – hell, I don’t know if all South
Americans are like that. You can let me know if you’ve heard the
same thing.

But her ass and legs
were toned like a horse and her perfectly fitting dress showed me
that she had a thin waist to go with her ultra-tight ass. I
couldn’t help but be attracted to her from the front or behind.

I hadn’t the
slightest idea about how she felt though. You know how some guys
just know? I usually don’t have a fucking clue. I usually just fall
into some ass by accident, at least when I was younger because I
just didn’t know anything about the signs a girl gives when she’s
ready for something. Hopefully some of you are the same, and you’re
not all laughing at me as you read this.

So, I went home and
figured out what to wear for the next day, so I could look good for
Maria without looking like I overdressed too much. Latinas like
well-dressed guys, I kept telling myself. This wasn’t usually my
style, as I went to classes in shorts and a beach volleyball muscle
shirt usually. Latin students wore very nice clothes as if they
were going to university to impress someone. It’s a strange thing
to see but, it wasn’t bad at all seeing girls dressed up and
looking nice all the time. I quite liked school in Miami.

I got to the library
study rooms at 5:55 p.m. the next day. I looked good, but I smelled
even better. Halston Z14, Drakkar, or Polo cologne are sure winners
for any girl in the USA. One thing you can spend your time doing is
figuring out which colognes are right for women wherever in the
world you are. Even now, decades later, you can wear Polo cologne
and have girls look at you that would have never considered you
before. Cologne works wonders. Invest in some good ones.

I had Drakkar on. I
had a button-down long-sleeved shirt, light blue, and khaki pants.
I was working the night shift at the hospital that night where I
was a personal care aid – and I never dressed this well, but I
thought what the hell if there was even the slightest chance of
hooking up with Maria I was going to try.

Now, know this about
me… I have never pursued a married woman before. If a married girl
makes a move on me first I will absolutely push it until we
fuck.

But, I never go for
a married woman until she’s already making a move on me. That’s
just the way it is. I think it’s only fair. There has to be some
sort of rules of life that a guy adheres to, and this is one of
mine. It might be my only one come to think of it! You might not
think it’s enough. But, you might not have had a hot married chick
coming on to you as you both drank margaritas in a hotel restaurant
where you’re traveling on business.

I do what I can. I
am not going to resist a girl that wants me to plant seven inches
of marble in her twat, and I don’t suggest you do either my friend.
Married woman, your teacher, an amputee, or a grandma – I don’t
think you should turn ass down for many reasons. Why not try it and
see what comes of it? I think most guys just can’t get past the
psychological trauma that say, banging a grandma would cause you.
Grandmas have vaginas too you know.

Another rule of
life.

I sat waiting for
Maria for a couple minutes, thinking she’d be around any second. I
was wrong. I waited about 10 minutes. I got up and started looking
in the study rooms. Did she already arrive and was waiting in a
different one?

As it turns out,
yeah, she was, in the third room I checked. She was looking at her
book with her finger in her mouth. She had on reading glasses –
which I’d not seen her wear before. Her hair was done nicely – up
in a bun with some stray strands falling to her shoulder. She had a
white flowery sun dress on. Her tits looked great in it – low cut
on her chest to reveal more of her brown tits than I’d ever seen
before.

Some people were
walking up behind me and I was suddenly aware that I was staring at
her through the small window. I grabbed the handle and pushed open
the door.

‘You’re here
already! I was waiting out there for you. I thought you’d show up
after me.’ I said, acting surprised like I hadn’t just been gawking
at her through the window.

‘I got here early –
about twenty-minutes ago, I didn’t want to be late and you not know
which room I’m in.’

‘Yeah, great. Wow,
you look great! You have a date later?’

She blushed
immediately, and I knew – she did it for me. Damn. She looked
amazing. Like a young, sexy MILF without the saggy breasts and
stern looks. She was a beautiful and sexy Cuban ‘mamasita.’ I knew
a little Spanish and yet I dared not call her that, it would really
embarrass her, and we weren’t on that level yet.

When she could talk,
she said, ‘You too – you look very nice today. I thought you would
have shorts and t-shirt. Why did you dress like a businessman
today?’

‘I have to work
later at the hospital.’ I said

‘Oh yeah, which
one?’ She asked, obviously interested in that for some reason.

‘Miami General. I
work with the psychotic in-patients that were Baker Acted.

‘That’s interesting,
I know some people at the hospital too,’ She said.

I didn’t push it –
thinking, damn it, I’d just hit upon where her husband works.
Better cool it and change the subject fast because that is NOT
where you want the conversation going with a married woman.

See, married women
always feel half-guilty about cheating. Even if their husband is a
class A jackass, the girl will still feel some remorse at
fucking around on him if she thinks about it too much. You don’t
want her thinking about it at all, so don’t steer the
conversation that way.

‘This test is going
to be the hardest exam she gives, she said. Are you scared about
it?’ I asked.

‘Yes, a little bit.
I studied some last night and today between classes, but I was
really looking forward to tonight, so you could help me.’

‘I don’t know what
you think I’m going to do for you,’ I said, honestly, ‘I’m probably
as lost as you are!’

We laughed, and I
settled into a seat next to her. Our legs touched, and I pulled
mine back. She started to look up and then remained focused on her
book, smiling ever so slightly.

She was really
sweet. I could see that. She
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