The Bookstore

It is a neat old bookstore in the center of town… an ancient building with a homey atmosphere. Upstairs there are three floors of used books, and it is a seldom visited area on a snowy day like this. We said "Hi," to the owners and headed to the second floor.

We looked at books for a few minutes, but the opportunity was too much for me to pass up. I sat in an old wooden loveseat and beckoned you over to me. As you stood in front of me, I raised your sweater and freed your big beautiful breasts. My mouth worked them over gently at first, then with more harshness as I rubbed my beard over them. You immediately began to breathe heavily. My teeth were next, biting and nibbling gently, then a bit harder. You were wiggling in response. I wanted to do more for you, but was afraid of disrobing you too much, so I motioned for you to sit at the loveseat. 

On the drive over, I had placed your hand on the crotch of my jeans, and you had worked me up quite a bit. I was ready for more. You needed little encouragement, trying to unfasten my belt. Afraid of being too exposed, I unzipped my jeans and exposed my cock and balls. You immediately sucked in my hardening member. I could feel each movement of your mouth and tongue on my cock. It was heavenly. As you moved around me, I looked out the front windows at the people coming and going on the streets and snowy
sidewalks below, wondering how many of them would die to be in my jeans right this instant, having a beautiful submissive woman at their disposal. 

The suckling actions of your wonderful mouth brought me back to the present. I reached down and squeezed your breasts, paying particular attention to your nipples, twisting them until you moaned. My senses were overloaded with it all, and I knew I was not going to last long at all. I felt your fingers working at my balls, massaging them as your mouth moved on me. That triggered it, and I surrendered to the inevitability of coming like a virgin boy. It had been so sudden and sweet that I barely had time to warn you, "I'm coming, baby pet," I whispered and quickly erupted with tremendous force. Your fingers on my balls squeezed as I taught you, pushing me even higher and freezing me in position as muscles contracted so hard they hurt. Your mouth continued to work on me through out the whole time as I spurted. I could feel the massage of your swallows as my cum hit the back of your tongue and throat. As I finished, you kept working on me, and my cock produced a few more spasms before quieting down. I shivered with aftershocks, standing on wobbly legs while I quickly tucked myself away. I was shaking so much, I finally had to sit down next to you. I could feel my essence continue to ooze from my shrinking manhood and knew it was soaking my shorts. You stroked my shoulders and neck as I calmed down, and I thought I noticed a sly grin. I was weak, but happy and a little amazed that you had that much power over me. That's what you were grinning about--your power to make my knees shake, to turn me every which way but loose. Sometimes giving away control can surprise you with the results.

Well, next time, it will be your turn, pet. And the next time, you will have to wear a skirt so that I can get to you. Either way, your pants have to go!
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