Love and Seduction - Chapter 2 
I woke up at dawn.

My own personal rooster, Bobby, woke me with his boner poking me in

the ass. I rolled over to look at him. He was still sleeping so I couldn’t see

his beautiful, cornflower blue eyes, but I could sure see the rest of his

handsome face. His cheeks were high, his jaw square and his nose straight.

He had a smile on his dreamy thin lips, and his sandy blond hair was messed

up.

What the fuck was his wife thinking? A casino manager? Are you

kidding me? I’ll bet there’s a revolving door into his bedroom.

I could understand if a girl who married young felt like she missed out

on a few things and maybe wanted to see what she missed from a stud on

the side, but to dump him and move out… Bobby was a catch.

Bobby opened his eyes. I watched recognition wash across his face. He

smiled and said, “Hi. I guess it wasn’t a dream.”

I must have looked confused, because he continued. “Last night was so

wonderful, it had to be a dream. It wasn’t though. You’re real, and what

happened last night was real.”

“It was real all right, and you are a great lover.” I took hold of his

erection. “Look at this. You certainly have no problem getting hard.”

Bobby grew melancholy and was suddenly more interested in my boobs

than my eyes. “Not with you, I don’t. But you don’t think my penis is ugly.”

I was surprised. ”It’s not. Did your wife say it was ugly?”

Still not looking at me, he nodded. “Indirectly,” he said.

I started stroking him, but he was already hard and I was wet, so I lifted

my leg over his hip and snuggled up to him, inserting his ripe reamer into

my waiting, slick pussy. We both inhaled sharply as it slid in, and he began

stroking me slowly, enough to keep me on edge but still carry on our

conversation. Riding him as if I were in a saddle, I said, “You know, I enjoy

this as much as you, maybe even more because you’re gorgeous and I’m

not.”

“What’re yo—”

I put a hand over his mouth. “I will not have you arguing with me. I’m

the teacher and you’re the pupil. Now, lesson number one. Women want and

enjoy sex as much as you do. Okay?”

He nodded.

“And women don’t think cocks are ugly. At least normal women don’t.

Tell me something Bobby. When you see a woman’s breasts, do they turn

you on?”

He nodded.

“How about a nice ass?”

“Yes.”

“How about a sexy pair of legs, a pretty face, her lips, hair, belly

buttons, her mound, her cunt?”

“Yes, yes, yes.” Bobby reached for me, grabbing me tightly. His tongue

laved around my nipple, sending a new thrill through me. He stiffened as if

something hurt, but I knew it was the opposite. Bobby was having an

orgasm. He thrust this pelvis into mine, trying to get every little millimeter

of him inside me. He groaned loudly, and I could feel his thick cock

pulsating as his precious seed squirted deep inside me.

“All of those things. It all turns me on,” he screeched out when he’d

caught his breath. I held him tightly and didn’t let go. Right then I felt like

the luckiest woman in the world.

* * * *

After I recovered from the effects of my spontaneous climax, Loretta

continued her carnal tutelage. I don’t think she knew just how sexy she was.

No, she wasn’t beautiful. Attractive at best, but she was so sexy. She wasn’t

blessed with spectacular equipment, but what she had wasn’t bad. She loved

sex, and she knew how to use the tools she’d been given to perfection. And

now this sexy creature was teaching me all the little tricks.

“Bobby, remember. When it comes to sex, men are not unique. Women

are no different than men. Now, I’m not going to tell you a cock or a pussy

is a thing of beauty. It’s what a cock or pussy can do, which makes it

beautiful. The intimation of carnal pleasures it can perform. Real women

thrill in the sight of a nice-looking naked male, especially his cock.”

She looked at me oddly, as if I looked confused. “Am I making sense?”

I nodded.

“Good, to give you an example. Sitting in front of me naked as you are,

I have trouble concentrating on what I’m saying. My eyes keep drifting

down to your flaccid cock and I want to hold it and make it hard—to suck

on it.”

It didn’t sound like a bad idea to me, so I said, “Why don’t you then?

Make it part of my lesson.” I flashed what I thought was a naughty smile

and winked.

She laughed. I loved her laugh. “Good Lord. We’d never get anything

done if we stopped every time I had an urge to fuck you.”

“Maybe we should get dressed, so you won’t be distracted, then,” I

volunteered, tongue-in-cheek.

She smiled and shook her head. “The next lesson is you learning how to

drive me—hence all women—crazy. However, for now, donning a couple

robes wouldn’t hurt.”

She got up and glided to her closet. I liked watching her walk naked—

the way her buns give a friendly wiggle as her weight switched from one leg

to the other. “You are going to be my creation. My work of art. A stud who

knows how to deliver the goods,” she said, returning wearing a robe. She

stopped at the foot of the bed and threw me a pink robe with white marabou

trim. “I’m actually doing all the girls you’re going to lay a favor, you

know?”

“Why’s that?”

“Because, when I get finished, you’ll be one of the greatest lovers

they’ve ever had.”

Holding the pink and white feminine robe, I must have looked puzzled,

because she laughed out loud. “Here sweetie.” The blue silk robe I wore last

night came out from behind her back, ending up in my lap. She laughed

again. “You look sexy in blue. Hell, you look sexy in anything…or

nothing.”

I slipped the robe on, wondering if I was up to the task. It seemed so

daunting, yet exciting.

 “That’s better. I still want you, but at least I’m not drooling over your

cock.” She slipped into the bed beside me and put an arm around my

shoulders.

“Do men and women really talk like this, you know, wanting to fuck

you and suck your cock and so forth?”

“I’m sure there are women out there who would faint at the mention of a

cock, but most women love and crave sex as much as men do. When they

get close to someone, yes it’s fun to throw their inhibitions away and talk

sexy. It’s a fact, even if you hook up for sex for sex’s sake, not expecting

any commitment, you are each providing a service for each other. You are

pleasuring her, and she is pleasuring you. Equal trade, no guilt. Got that?”

Her lips formed a giant smile and I nodded again.

“Now we’re going to start with the ass end, literally, and work forward.

We’ll start with how to please a woman sexually, and when word gets out

about your canny abilities, women will be waiting in line for your cock and

tongue. Remember, next to your prick, your tongue is the next best weapon

in your arsenal, and I’m going to teach you how to wield a deadly tongue.

Then I’m going to teach you how to drive women wild with your hands and

fingers.”

She arched a delicate brow. “Is that all right with you?”

“To learn how to drive women crazy? I can’t wait.”

“Good, but first let’s start with a shower. I want to make sure my pussy

is sparkling clean for you.”

As the water rained down upon us, Loretta continued her lesson. 

“Remember when you meet a woman, even if you’ve been watching her, it

must seem natural and spontaneous. There will be women you find very

attractive, but unfortunately, they will be in short supply and in high

demand. Of course, there will be plenty of women who may or may not

appeal to you. For the sake of argument, let’s say you will encounter three

groups of women with respect to their appeal to you Group one: holds no

appeal for you, and we don’t have to worry about them. Group two: those

are women you find moderately attractive, like me, and would be suitable

vessel to deposit your love juices in the absence of any hotter women.

Technically, you’d better be making your deposits in a condom, but you get

my point.”

I frowned. “What do you mean like you? You’re very attractive.”

She lowered her eyebrows and gave me a smirk. “Yeah right. That’s

why last night you weren’t sure if you found me attractive enough until I got

on my knees for you. Bobby, I know my limitations. I’m a six-and-a-half,

maybe a seven, and you…you’re a fucking hunk. You should be able to get

laid by the more needy women with a wink and a nod toward the door.”

I had trouble believing what she was feeding me. I didn’t believe any

woman would leave with a stranger after a wink or nod. “Could I have

gotten you with a wink or a nod?”

Her eyes seemed to joke. “Ah, so now you’re agreeing that I’m a two.”

“No, I never said that.”

“Run your tongue over your top lip.”

“What?”

“Your tongue. Run it over your lip, like this.” She moved her tongue

back and forth slowly, seductively, over her top lip.

I did as she asked. “That’s it. No, the wink or the nod toward the

parking lot wouldn’t have worked on me, but if you would’ve have moved

your tongue across your lip like that and smiled at me like you are now, you

would have won the prize. ”

I had been washing myself with a soft scrub brush and started doing the

same to Loretta. I paid attention to what she was saying, but it got harder

and harder as I got harder and harder. I was scrubbing down a sexy naked

woman who knew how to push my buttons.

“And what would that prize be, Loretta?”

“Use your imagination.”

“Now, where were we? Oh yeah, a group three woman is one who really

appeals to you. Someone you’d like to date, would be proud to be seen with

in public.” Her eyes bore into me. “What the fuck are you doing?”

“I should think it’s obvious. I’m washing your sexy tits.”

She stuck her hip out to the side and placed a fist on it. “Yeah, well, it’s

distracting me. What was I saying?”

“You were going to tell me what my prize would be.”

She smiled coquettishly. “We both would have had a lot of fun.” She

winked at me. Now, I had to know what she would have done.

“Really hot group three chicks are as rare as two dollar bills, but they’re

around. This is the girl that everyone wants. You have to move fast and act

smooth. You need to project a refined image with a touch of mystery. A

classy alternative to the circling buzzards trying to get in her panties.”

“Won’t I be doing the same thing? Will I be a buzzard?”

“Oh sure, you’re trying to get in her panties too, but you could never be

a buzzard. She will prefer you, trust me.”

“What if she’s not there to get laid?”

“She may not be. It could be the farthest thing from her mind, but that

doesn’t mean she wouldn’t want to. Believe me, if she’s breathing she’s not

celibate. Once you put the idea in her head, she’ll be dying to be fucked as

sure as there are solar eclipses, and the donor dick may as well be yours.”

Her hand playfully grasped my prick and shook it.

“Suppose you break the ice with a hot lady, someone with whom you

want more than a one-night stand. Be suave and gentlemanly. At least at

first. Who knows, she may like it up the ass, but she’s not going to lay her

cards on the table at first and neither should you. To start with, what you say

and do should put her at ease and intrigue her. Don’t ever open up with an

inane line like, haven’t we met before? Better off to say, We haven’t met, but

I’d sure like to do something about that. I’m Bobby. Hold your hand out and

let her take it. Be forceful, but not rude. Women like decisive, forceful men.

And all pretty women are vain, so make sure you compliment her. Women

know what their best features are, so that’s what you compliment. It will

seem more sincere than an off-the-cuff compliment. If you are electing to go

for a home run right then, get the woman comfortable with you…then inject

sex into the conver—”

“Wait a minute, I just meet this hot chick and I’m going to start

discussing sex?”

“If you want sex with her that night, yes. Subtly at first, and depending

on her reaction, back off or go for it. Mmmm, that feels good.”

I was rubbing her back and ass with the brush

“You’re making me lose my train of thought.”

“You were talking about how I should start talking about sex. How can I

do that? Why should I do that?”

“If I start talking about sex, what happens to you?”

“That’s easy. It turns me on, and I start to get hard.”

“Right, and if you get your young lady hot and breathing hard, you’re

three-quarters of the way to somebody’s bed.”

I bent down and whispered in her ear, “I can talk dirty to you, bu—”

“Who the fuck said anything about dirty talk? This is important. The

first thing you do after breaking the ice is make it obvious you desire her.

Women love being desired.”

“How do I do that?”

“Since you’re highly attracted to her, go with your instincts. She’s

beautiful, and you must have her. As your eyes drink in her beauty, let them

languorously and longingly wander up and down her figure, displaying your

ardor. As your eyes meet hers, smile sensuously and say something clever

and sexy.”

“Like what?”

Smiling, a mischievous gleam in her eye, Loretta suggested, “I don’t

know. You’re the man. How about: My, but you’re an eyeful, please don’t

ask me to stand up.”

I smiled, and she went on. “Or maybe: Your legs…God your legs are so

hot they make me want to…kiss where they come together. Or, forgive me

for staring at your mouth. Your lips are so tantalizing, I can barely restrain

myself from kissing them.

“You don’t have to be direct—you can even use double-entendres if you

like…If she doesn’t respond, drop it…for awhile. You’re a smart boy, I’m

sure you could improvise dozens of ways to…Now what are you doing?”

“I’m washing your hot pussy. Wasn’t that the idea? Get your pussy

sparkling clean so I can dine on you. Mmm, I’m dying to eat some cat

tacos.”

Without a warning, Loretta attacked me. Her tongue was down my

throat, and her hands were everywhere. I was just catching my breath when,

before I knew what was happening, her legs wrapped around my backside,

arms around my neck and her inflamed wet pussy ground into my stiff prick.

She broke our kiss long enough to exclaim, “Oh, Bobby, you feel so fucking

good. Ahhh! Oooh, God, you feel so good. Fuck me, Bobby. Fuck, I wish I

could fuck you forever.”

Overwhelmed, but finally catching up with Loretta’s passion, I started

thrusting my cock into her hungry snatch. With my tongue back in my

mouth, her whole torso began undulating, her large breasts pressed against

my chest. Boiling, I turned the water temperature down to cool us. As I

continued to stroke her urgently, I stood directly under the tepid water now

ushering from the showerhead, drenching both of us. Ahhh, the sensation of

having sex under running water in the shower, surrounded by steam. Two

writhing, wet, slippery, hungry, naked bodies, passionately giving and

taking what they need from the other. It is so sexy.

It didn’t take long before she came. In a reflexive action, she pulled her

head away from me and banged it against the shower wall. It must have

hurt, because she said her climax was short but sweet. She wouldn’t let me

come in her. Instead, she grabbed a bath sheet, folded it three or four times

and kneeled on it right in front of me. She looked up at me with those huge

blue eyes and said, “Bobby, we’re just having fun, but you’re dangerous.

Promise me you won’t let me fall in love with you. I couldn’t stand it if I did

and lost you.”

“You don’t ne—”

“Promise! I’m old enough to be your aunt. Fuck, I’m old enough to be

your mother. Promise me!”

I gazed at her. Her eyes pleaded. “I promise.”

Her smile was dazzling. “Thank you.” Her hand started stroking me,

while her other hand squeezed my scrotum. “Now, my dear sir, I’ve

suddenly grown hungry. Tell me, is this fine looking organ—organic?” I

chuckled and nodded. “Good, for I intend to put it in my mouth and suck all

the tasty organic milk out. I just love your organ…ic milk.”

I said, “You better hurry then because I’m about to shoot it all over

you.”

That was all the encouragement Loretta needed. She swallowed my

cock and in the blur of hands and mouth that ensued, I ejaculated down her

throat. She took all of me in her mouth and wrapped her arms around me

like last time so I couldn’t move. However, this time she didn’t have to

worry. I wasn’t going to pull away. Instead, I ground my cock into her

mouth to the hilt, as waves and waves of glorious pleasure shot though me.

Lucky for me, as shaky as I was, there was a seat in the shower on which to

sit.

After I was through shivering and shaking with my diminishing penis

still in her mouth, Loretta ran a finger up the underside from my balls to her

mouth to squeeze the last bit of sperm out. I said, “I thought it was you who 
was supposed to be eaten out by me.” I started thinking about what she had 
just done. “Tell me, do all women like to suck cock?”

“If they like sex, I imagine they’d also like a man’s cock in their mouth,

but I can’t speak for all women.”

I bent down and kissed her. I tasted residue of my ejaculate. It had a

strange, slightly salty, slightly chemical taste. “This isn’t very tasty. Do all

women who give head swallow their partner’s cum?”

I guess she thought what I asked was pretty funny, because she fell into

my arms laughing. “I know I’m supposed to be teaching you about women

and sex, but do you have to know everything?” Before I could respond, she

continued, “I’m sure there are women who do it all the time and some who

never do. It’s a personal choice. With me, it depends on my partner. If my

partner really turns me on and goes out of his way to make me feel good, I

reciprocate. In your case, I would have to say you are so hot, that I find

everything about you attractive and tasty. Even your sperm. Now can we dry

off and get in bed so I can show you how to drive a woman mad with your

tongue?”

* * * *

I set crossways on the bed with my ass almost to the edge. I was really

looking forward to this, trembling in anticipation. I spread my legs and

brought my feet to rest temporarily on the edge of the mattress, with

intentions of wrapping them around his back once he was in position. He sat

on the floor, legs crossed directly opposite and staring at my pussy. I

reached for a pillow and propped it under my head so I could watch him. I

had this tickly sensation of anticipation, or was it joy, in my chest, waiting

for him to proceed, but apparently he was in no hurry.

He reached up with a hand, his fingers conducting a digital investigation

of my labia and clit with occasional forays into my well. As I sighed loud

and long, my body reacted by moving slightly from side to side. I could feel

currents of pleasure racing through me, clear to my toes. His other hand

found my trimmed mound and began rubbing it. I could hear myself

moaning, especially when his thumb, draped over my cleft, patted the clit.

What he was doing felt fantastic, so I hated to ask but finally did, “That

feels good, but what are you doing?”

I saw his face shade red. I must have embarrassed him. I smiled. The

shy little boy in him made me happy.

“I’m sorry. I’ve never had a good look at…a pussy before. Mary and I

always made love in the dark or dim light. I love to look at it, play around

with it. Does it bother you?”

Does it bother me? To have this beautiful man/boy admiring and getting

turned on looking at my genitals? I got chills thinking about it. “Take your

time baby. While you’re here, you’re co-owner of my pussy.”

A couple more minutes of curiosity, then Bobby dug his tongue and

fingers into my burning wet core. I had planned on instructing him on the

finer points of cunnilingus; however, Bobby was already so good that I

didn’t need to instruct him. Either that or I was so wrapped up in the mindblowing

sensations he perpetrated on me, I didn’t notice if there were any

deficiencies.

After I had recovered from the earthquake I suffered in mind and body, I

made us both get decent by camouflaging our nakedness with flimsy satin

robes. I could still see the outline of his penis. It was hard again. Is he on

Viagra? Am I complaining? But at least the thin fabric held my

concupiscence in check.
