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Adult Experience


Chapter One

 


Once Winnie had been out in the world a bit, she
became much better at evaluating all the responses to her profile.
Bad spelling and grammar quickly eliminated many of the emails.
Anything violent for the sake of violence immediately turned her
off and wound up deleted. It was the men who got right to the point
that interested her the most. Some even started their conversations
identifying exactly what they were looking for.

“I’m looking for a girl with a big, round ass who’ll
let me spank her until she cries and…”

Winnie’s first thought was I don’t have a big
ass.

“I want you to sit on my face and jerk me off. Is
that too direct?”

Not too direct, but not my thing.

“I really like watching a woman play with herself. I
won’t even take off my clothes if that helps you say yes.”

Hmmm...maybe.

“I want a mature woman to change my dirty
diaper.”

Just…no.

“I’d love for you to give me an exquisite fellatio
session and allow me to cum on your face. If you’d allow it, I’d
like to take a picture of my semen on your face. I think a woman is
most beautiful right after she’s satisfied a man.”

That made Winnie stop and think. The request was
well-written and polite, even if the act was something a lot of
women considered humiliating. She liked going down on men. In the
past men had cum on her hands, belly, chest, and on a couple of
occasions, her chin and in her mouth. It didn’t seem like a
degrading act in and of itself, but it was the request to take her
picture while covered in his spunk that unsettled her the most. The
writer could obviously pretend to be polite and well-mannered, but
was that true in real life?

As she was sitting in front of her computer
contemplating this stranger’s request, Winnie’s hand had
unconsciously slipped between her thighs and her fingers were
teasing at her clit. When she realized what she was doing, she knew
that she was going to write the man back. She might not fulfill his
request, but she had to know more.

 


The bar wasn’t one of those horrible places that were
either too loud with music for dancing nor was it a neighborhood
dive bar where people got drunk away from their spouses, it was
modeled after an old British pub, drinks with simple meals offered
in a quiet environment. The best part was that even on Friday night
it wasn’t overly loud or crowded. Winnie didn’t see how the place
managed to stay in business, but it was where Shane wanted to meet.
It was public so it was fine with her.

He was visibly nervous. His fingers were tapping on
the table when she approached him. Still polite he stood up and
shook her hand gently when she approached the table. It was a booth
so there was no need for him to pull back her chair, though she got
the impression he would have given half a chance.

“Hello, Winnie. I’m Shane,” he introduced
himself.

She nodded and took her seat and he followed suite.
His face was flushed, his fingers continued to tap on the tabletop,
and she sensed his knee bouncing up and down underneath the table.
Oddly, she was calm and relaxed as if she did this every day. She
wasn’t an expert at it yet, but after her first few encounters with
people she met on the internet, she now considered herself
accomplished at this sort of thing.

“Nice to meet you. I don’t want to waste any of your
time or mine, but tell me why you sent me that email.” She smiled
at him with a confidence she didn’t feel. It was easy to pretend to
be someone else when you were meeting someone for the first time.
She could be anyone she wanted to be.

“Uhh…to meet you, naturally.” The waitress chose that
particular moment to come and take their drink orders. Shane opted
for a beer, Winnie requested a rum and Coke.

“Well of course to meet me,” she said. “But why that
particular fantasy? It seems so…plain.”

That was the word that also described Shane. While
not exactly short, he wasn’t tall, he had a thin, somewhat wiry
build. His face was pleasant enough to look at, but was otherwise
unremarkable except for his wire rimmed glasses and thin blond hair
that was cut short, but at the same time was also unkempt. Maybe he
had a long day at work.

He shrugged. It was the gesture of a teenager. “I
don’t know. I guess I don’t have any strange kinks but I want to
meet women who aren’t so uptight and boring.”

“Uptight and boring?” she pressed him.

He grimaced. “My family is really into church and
everything that goes with it. Really conservative. Really uptight.
They think I’m a failure because I haven’t gotten married and have
kids already. They call me the spinster of the family.”

“How old are you?”

“Thirty.”

“Plenty of time for marriage and kids still,” she
declared.

“My brother and sister are younger than me,” he said
as the waitress arrived with their drinks. He didn’t stop talking
as she presented them. “Both are married. Both have two kids
already. Maureen is pregnant with her third.” The waitress left and
he added. “A few years ago they did an intervention because they
were certain I was gay.”

Winnie laughed. He half-laughed, half grimaced again.
“And you’re not?” she asked.

“Of course not!” His answer was louder than he
intended. “It’s perfectly fine to be gay, but I’m not. I like
women.”

“I should hope so considering you want to cum on my
face.”

He blushed bright red when she said those words and
quickly glanced around, making sure the waitress was out of earshot
and no one else was listening in on their conversation. No one was.
“Sorry about that. I didn’t know what else to put in my reply to
you. Your profile was so nice and inviting…”

She waved aside his concerns. “Don’t give it a second
thought. I actually like giving blowjobs, and I wouldn’t mind a guy
cumming on my face. It’s the last part that worries me.”

“Taking your picture?”

“Yes. I’m not—”

He cut her off. “We can skip that entirely. I wanted
to be dirty but not too dirty.” His words came out in a rush. “I’ll
admit it. I watch porn. I like watching women get facials. I know
that most of them are at least partially faked, but I can’t help
myself. If nothing else, I wanted a memento from an anonymous
encounter.”

“I’m pretty sure I don’t want my face on the internet
with someone’s cum all over it,” Winnie clarified.

“Like I said, we can skip it.”

She continued on as if she hadn’t heard his words.
“But I’ve been pushing myself to explore my boundaries. What I do
in private, no one will know. But I’m not too keen on having my
picture all over the internet.”

Shane nodded again. “I understand. Not a big
deal.”

“But what’s the expression. A tear in salty sea?
What’s the chance of someone I know finding that picture of me and
recognizing me and confronting me about it?”

“I don’t know what the chance of that are,” Shane
admitted. “But I’d like to figure it out.”

She grinned at him. “I bet you would, big boy,” she
teased.

For just a moment he seemed taken aback at her
forwardness. If it was possible, he blushed deeper red. “I didn’t
mean it that way. I mean I’d actually like to calculate something
like that. I’m an actuary. I work with numbers all day. It’s a nerd
thing. I like playing with numbers.”

Winnie found herself teasing him some more. “Is that
your kink? Playing with your numbers?”

The tease was so ridiculous Shane found himself
honestly laughing at her. “No. Unfortunately it’s not because if it
were, I suppose going to work every day would be like attending an
orgy and getting paid for it.”

“How about an orgy then?” Winnie found herself
suggesting.

For a moment Shane wasn’t sure if she was actually
making a proposition to him, was teasing him, or was just thinking
out loud. He never decided on one or the other. “I think I’ll stick
with my current request,” he said thoughtfully. “I’d probably be
too nervous around that many people to, uh, perform.”

Winnie sipped at her drink. “We should go to your
place and you can put on a dress rehearsal for me.”

 


They managed to get to Shane’s apartment without
putting their hands all over each other. Once they were in the
door, words suddenly failed them and after a few awkward lean-ins
and fumbled attempts at positioning their hands and arms, they
succeeded in kissing.

Touching tongues melted the rest of the world away.
Their kisses rapidly increased in intensity and ferocity. Shane’s
hands appeared everywhere on Winnie’s body: neck, arms, waist,
hips, ass, thighs, breasts, even her rounded tummy for a moment. He
didn’t attempt to pull off her clothes, he was a gentleman in that
respect. It was Winnie who pulled his shirt up over his head so she
could feel the skin of his chest. It was smooth with just a light
scattering of hair across his pectorals. Since Shane was
significantly taller than her it was easy for her to kiss his neck
and then quickly work her way down to his chest. From there she
simply dropped to her knees and started pulling at his belt, trying
to release the buckle.

“Are you sure?” he asked her.

“Uh-huh.”

“Let’s go to the bedroom.”

The shirt was dropped next to the front door and he
led her deeper into his apartment, they wound through the crowded
living room and ended the short journey in his bedroom. Once there
Winnie took charge again and pushed him down on the unmade bed so
he was sitting.

“Take them off,” Winnie said as she knelt down in
front of his knees.

Shane wasn’t stupid he knew exactly what she meant.
He kicked off his shoes, pulled of his socks, and yanked down his
pants and underwear in three quick movements. Winnie all this in
from her position on the floor in front of him. When he sat back
down, Shane’s cock was already erect and projecting at a perfect
forty-five degree angle from his crotch.

“That’s what I was waiting for,” Winnie said,
reaching out and grabbing his erect member, pushing open his legs
so she could get close enough to take it in her mouth.

His cock wasn’t huge nor tiny; it was just the right
size. She softly cupped his balls with one hand and held the base
with the other before she put her mouth on the head and carefully
sucked. She tasted a touch of bitter saltiness from the precum that
was oozing out of his slit. The climax was actually disappointing.
Winnie only bobbed her head up and down on his length a few time
before he made a deep groaning noise as warning and his cock
throbbed in her hand. It was too soon. She backed off a little and
without any real warning, he erupted, shooting thick spurts of cum
up in the air to splash down on his stomach and thighs. Shane
strained with each spurt of cum, but it was too
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