[Note: This is a work of fiction.  Any resemblance between persons living or dead and characters herein described is purely coincidental.]








The Encounter





Co-written by Big B and Emma Dee





PART 1


Emma:





I'd seen him when he came to a demonstration of something like karate at  the school--turns out he was offering a self-defense workshop for women  grad students.  All I knew is that there was something about him that  made my mouth water.  I've always wanted to learn a few moves (besides  the ones I do on my own!;->) and had started tai chi a couple of times  but had schedule conflicts--this was too perfect an opportunity to pass  up.





I hadn't had a real boyfriend in months--I knew a guy I slept with when  I got too horny for words, but it was nothing special.  This man,  however...Torvald, was it?...the way he moved so confidently--he was so  strong and controlled--I knew HE would be *incredible* in bed!  If only  there was some chemistry between us--





I signed up for the class; I had to go to a lot of trouble to do it,  too--it was booked, and I had to get special permission from the dean.   As I walked all over hell and back (campus), all I could think about was  him:  his eyes, his hands, his nice ass--his calm demeanor.  I think I  was looking forward to the challenge of seeing if that calm facade could  be displaced!  I wondered what he looked like when he was coming....  Thinking about him all day got me so hot that I had to go home and  masturbate thinking about him some more.





I went out and bought the outfit I needed for the class--a gi? they  called it.  I tried it on and it was *anything* but sexy.  The belt  enhanced my small waist, but made me look shorter, since I have this  peasant build--my long torso helps my short legs make up my five foot  five inch frame...How was I ever going to get his attention in this  thing?  I tried it again without the sports bra and in a g-string: a  little better.  You could see the outlines of my stiff nipples and it  fell open a little as I moved: provocative, but not too "slutty."  (I  knew I wouldn't make any friends with the other women in the class, but  that's not why I was going, now was it?)  





The day of class, I had to jerk off twice from the anticipation and the  tension.  Every time I thought I had it under control, I'd remember his  cool smile.  The second time was at school between teaching two of my  classes!  I saw one of the posters up advertising the workshop and just  couldn't take it!





I walked in and there he was, just as yummy as I remembered.  My nipples  came to attention immediately.  Relax, I told myself.  He's just another  guy...But when we introduced ourselves and he repeated my name after I  said it, I thought I'd faint with the *way* he said it.  "Emma," he'd  repeated, a slight grin playing across his lips.  Did I, in my crazy  lust, imagine it?





I volunteered to demonstrate several techniques--the other girls in the  class seemed somewhat nervous and giggly (something I've never liked  about girls), so I took the opportunity of their shyness to feel his  hands on me as often as possible.  The second he touched me, the  chemistry was *there.*  His fingertips sent shock waves from wherever he  touched me straight to my clit.  My cunt was soaking wet--I'd begun  wishing I'd worn more substantial panties, since all it would take is a  wide-legged move to show that stain of wetness to the entire class.





The more moves I volunteered for, the more natural they became.  I love  to dance, but have never learned to slow dance with a partner; the more  we moved together, the more I relaxed into his body and felt his energy  flow--this must be what *good* dancing feels like, I thought.  I began  to enjoy the competitive glint in his eyes--he seemed to be challenging  me at some deeper level of flirtation than I was used to! (or was it,  again, my simple lust?)  All I know is, once when he *dared* me this way  (I was wet clear through to my soul!  Meditating to focus the sexual  energy of the chi NEVER made me feel like this!), I got a solid elbow in  on him like he'd shown us and threw him, sloppily, but I still felt a  sense of accomplishment, especially when he looked so surprised.  By  that time, I'm sure most of the other women in the class knew that I  wanted him, and wanted him bad.  I'm sure that many of them did too, but  that was *their* problem, not mine.  Mine was, how to get him to my  house--to my bed (or to my couch or my kitchen table or to my floor or  to my bathroom cabinets or)...okay, I didn't have a phone...how to do  this?





After class, I gambled and wrote my home address down on the back of one  of my school business cards.  I insinuated that I'd like more "practice"  if he had the time, but I tried to fill that word with as much innuendo  as I thought I could cram into it.  He gave me another one of those  little half smiles and raised his eyebrows slightly; I thought my heart  would melt and mix into the pussy juice currently running down my leg.   I jerked off on the way home in the car, fingering my wet slit at  traffic lights until I finally came at 45 miles an hour, endangering my life and those of others on the 65 mile an hour interstate.  I had it  bad.





Tonight, I decided I had to do something to take my mind off of him, but  I was horny as hell from all of it and couldn't stop thinking about the  way his hands had felt on my body, moving me gently into defensive  postures.  I danced around the house, working on my weight machine and  punching my speed bag in an effort to relieve some of the sexual tension  I'd been feeling since I saw him for the first time.  It only got worse;  my breasts felt every jiggle, my nipples hardening against the thin  material of my favorite halter bra.  I decided to give in and jerk off  for the third time that day.  I turned all the lights out.  The soft  glow from the computer lit up my bedroom as movies of couples fucking  looped onscreen; a folder of hot jpegs automatically played its contents  on the desktop. 





I open up some of my favorite porn files and am just about to settle in  for a good solo cum when the doorbell rings.  It's late--I'm not  expecting anyone, but I assume that it has to be my steady sex partner  at this hour.  I'm so hot and horny, I'm even looking forward to the  possibility of a mediocre screw, so I open the door without even  bothering to look through the viewhole to make sure that it's him.  Oh  my god.  It's Torvald.





I don't know what I'm happier to see at first: the fact that he's here  in the first place or the fact that he's carrying a dozen roses which  means that he took my comment about "practice" the way I intended it.   Wait.  He has a hard-on the size of my fist straining at the material of  his pants.  Suddenly I know what it is that I'm happier to see.  I can't  help but grin, realizing that I'm dressed for the occasion, and what an  occasion it is.





"Wow," I say.  "Is that for me?"  My breathing has quickened in  anticipation of what could happen.  He offers me the roses but it's not  them I'm asking for.





"Hi," he says.  "Remember me?"  He catches my eyes staring at the tented  fabric.  I have to lick my lips as my mouth waters hungrily.  The fact  that he's just asked me a question finally registers.  Good lord, do I  remember him.  Have I thought about anything else would be more like it;  do I remember my *own name* is the real question.  I almost drop to my  knees in front of him in awe.





I stammer slightly in trying to answer, in trying to use my mouth for  anything but the licking I want to give his cock.  "I..I'd say yes," I  get out at last, only aware of the loaded words after they're out.  But  I would.  "Yes.  Please come...in."  I am smiling at him and he is  smiling back.  I can see that we won't spend much time in small talk, so  I make sure that he understands every syllable is charged with certain  lust for him.  "I see...you've got something to give me...that I  would...like...very...much..."  My voice trails off as move almost  against him to push the door closed. He stands completely still as I  look into his eyes and touch his face with both hands.  We continue the  gaze as I run my hands down his body--over his shoulders; down the  fronts of his arms, my thumbs grazing his hard nipples; along his hips,  until my right hand moves to his ass and my left finds the bulge in his  pants.  I trace along the outside of it with my thumb and fingernails,  finally feeling it widen into the thick base. I bring one nail straight  back up the middle.  We lean forward at the same time and kiss--his  tongue meets mine and our hands are all over each other.





He touches my face, his fingers gentle on my sensitive neck and ear.  I  move my head to take his fingers into my mouth, running them along my  lips and teeth to let him know that his cock will be next.  I squeeze it  through his pants and it is rock hard for me--my mouth waters again at  the thought.  I have to have it now.





I move quickly to my knees--his half-hearted attempt to kiss me again  falters when I get his jeans unzipped and his gorgeous cock finds its  way to my lips.  I lick the head and taste his luscious pre-cum seeping  out.  His cock is huge--I'm glad that he gets me so wet; otherwise, he  is big enough to present a problem for me.  But I'm not worried about my  throbbing pussy right this second--I *have* to suck him now.  As he  starts to lose his balance from my advances, I move him back to the wall  and get his jeans down, squeezing his ass as I pull him toward me again.   I take his cock in both hands, then move one to tease his tightening  balls, only to decide to suck them instead.  First one, then the  other--I lick my hand to lube his cock as it pushes its way back into my  mouth.  He is close to coming already--"no!" he starts, but I have  backed off and am running my hands up and down his legs, massaging them,  feeling the muscles in them flex with his desire, keeping only the head  of his cock in my mouth, holding it loosely and still.  When I feel the  cum subsiding down his rod, I hold his ankles and take him down my  throat all at once.  I want his shirt off and begin to make motions to  that effect.  He removes it for me, and I run my hands up and down his  body, tracing his hard nipples with my wet fingertips and nails as I  feel him begin to fuck my face.  His hands seem lost, homeless; I move  one of them onto the back of my head and he caresses my neck and hair as  I move my mouth up and down his beautiful cock.





My cunt is dripping wet but I cannot pull myself away.  I long to taste  his cum, feel it shoot hot and hard into my throat, onto my face.  I  steal a feel of my nipples and think about his cum coating them.  The  areolas have swollen up to make them even fatter, and I pinch one as my  other hand follows my lips to jerk his cock into my mouth.  I tickle his  balls again and know how close he is to coming...





*****************


PART 2





Torvald:





"Emma," I say, my voice barely making a ripple in the sex-filled air.  Her mouth on my prick is just a start, I want her over and over, to fill every hole, to fuck her tits, lick every inch of skin and repeat it all again and again.  She slides her lips up and down my shaft, taking my thickness along her tongue, to her throat and down it.  One of her hands is on my chest and one on her own.  Both of mine are on the back of her head and I lower one to cover her hand and, using it as part of my own hand, squeeze her breast. 





Her eyes widen, she didn't expect me to use her hand, to override her light touch.  I can tell she likes it, though.  The fact she is surprised excites me even more.  Her tongue, slippery velvet--the back of her mouth, tight, then relaxing, then tight again as she swallows me in anticipation.  I feel a drop of her saliva travel down my balls, tickling as it runs across my tight skin, and, with a gasp, I cum.  She swallows the first load directly down her throat, but she pushes me back a couple inches so the next convulsive spurt lands in her mouth.  She pushes me a little further back, I pop out of her mouth and the last of my ejaculate shoots on her upper chest.





Grinning wickedly, Emma sticks a finger in her mouth and pulls it out, juicy with semen and saliva.  She flicks it against one of my nipples and I quiver.  I'm going to be hard again soon, and the sexy moves of this lady are going to get me there in record time.





"God, you taste good," she says.  I say nothing.  Instead I drop to my knees and give her a long kiss.  Some of my taste is still in her mouth, but, as I feel her suck against my tongue, I know she swallowed it as eagerly as a near-drowning swimmer sucks in air when rescued.





Slipping one hand under her tight rump (JESUS! She's not wearing panties, just hose and a garter belt!  And I hadn't noticed!), I pick her up.  She says something about being heavy but my muscles don't believe that.  She's as light as a child and I take her in my arms, standing up without even a deep breath.  With my foot I close her front door; in our excitement we had ignored it.  Anyone walking by would have seen the first scene of our own porn flick.  Her sofa is across the room and I carry her, our tongues meeting but not our lips.  We lick each other in something more than anticipation, just a desire to feel each other in every way possible. 





Gently I put her on the couch.  She giggles like a little girl.  On the coffee table I see she has been planning an evening alone.  A bottle of red wine is open and breathing.  A single wine glass stands next to it.  On the floor, halfway across the room lie the roses I brought.  Leaving Em for a second I grab the flowers, plucking the open bloom from the end of one of them.





I take the stemless rose and, using it as a tiny cup, fill it with the red wine.  The wine is darker than the flower--nice contrast.  Em is lying down, playing with her still bra-covered breasts.  She's massaging my cum into them.  It's been only a minute since I last same and already I feel a flicker of tension in my penis.





She is cleanly shaved.   To me there is nothing sexier than a bare pussy.  I pour a few drops of the red wine from the rose onto her mons.  It trickles down her slightly plump sex and I lick the area clean.  Next, a few drops in the soft depression where her upper leg meets her crotch.  The wine pools and I suck greedily there, nibbling the tendon of her thigh.





With my other hand I pull back the soft, inviting lips of her cunt.  I recognize her aroma from the night before--no wonder I got so hot in class--it is earthy but sexy.  She smells like a woman, although her pussy looks like a girl's.  Her clit is swollen, glistening in the low light.  I taste it as is.  Nice.  Salty.  Slippery.  Emma gasps.  My first tentative lick is followed by me pressing my tongue flat against it, not moving it.  I just want her to get used to the sensation.





She purrs, pushing her hips down and her clitoris against my tongue.  Her heels dig into the cushions of the couch.  Before she gets what she wants, a good tongue lashing, I splash the rest of the wine against her hot little crack.  The contrast between the warmth of my mouth and the cooler wine makes her jump.  I busily lick the wine from her, the bitter-sweet wine not nearly as tasty as her juices, which mix freely with the fruit of the vine.





My tongue goes on its own--long strokes up and down her cunt lips, light laps against the front part of her vulva, while my finger enters slightly--pushing up to find her g-spot, and then smooth, sucking licks below, above, beside, and on her clitoris.  The empty rose I drop in her navel as my hands travels up to her breasts.  Even lying down I feel how large and firm they are.  Through the material of the bra I feel her nipple pushing up against my fingertips.  I tug it down, exposing the nipple and, my finger slick from wine and Emma's own lubricant, I make little circles around the hard nubbin.  Meanwhile, my licking grows faster, her hips start moving in rhythm with my tongue, my finger freely enters her cunt as she pushes against it, up to the knuckles.  Her breath comes in shorter and shorter gasps.  Her hand leaves her breast and grabs my thick hair, I begin to lick harder and faster as her pelvis bucks in my face.  I pinch her nipple (not too hard), as she is about to come and think I feel the sensation of my fingers on her tit burn down to her groin to mix with the orgasm that is coming from the center of her body.





"Torvald," she half-yells, half moans.  "Oooh, harder."





I do what she says.  Pulling up with the finger in her cunt, pressing down with my face, my entire mouth covering her bare, little-girl pussy, my tongue hard and fast against her clit.





She comes in waves; her entire body jerking in pleasure.  One spasm, two, three--followed by slight tremors as she begins to cool down.  I help her cool.  Taking my finger out of her cunt and my hand from her breast, I back my mouth away from her, just an inch.  I blow on her hot, swollen little pussy and see shivers and goose bumps form.  One more lick, just when she thought the orgasm was over and she bucks, coming again.





Her coming, violent as it was, arouses me into a new erection.  That always does it for me.  The taste of pussy gets me up.  The feel of a shaved twat under my tongue is almost enough to get me off.  My dick grows as hard as a rock and feels about a foot long.





Em helps me decide what position to go for next.  She rolls over on the sofa and lowers her legs to the floor.  I help line her up so her head and chest is on the cushions and her knees on the floor. 





"Oh yeah," Emma says, "I like it like this.  I want you inside me.  God, do I want it."





I reach forward and unhook her bra.  One smooth movement and it pulls over her head.  She sighs in relief as her C-cup breasts are finally free.





My hands cup her perfect tits.  They feel full and firm under my fingers and I massage them for a moment, conscious of her silky smooth skin under my rough, callused hands.  Her round ass heaves in rhythm with my fondling and I can see she is ready. 





Drawing my hands to her sides I stroke down her back, to her butt.  I can see her labia are swollen in anticipation, a blush coloring them.  She's going to be tight and wet.





With my hands on her hips I pull her onto my dick while pushing forward with my hips.  I enter, her vulva gripping my like a tight little fist at first.  She gasps with a mixture of pleasure and pain when I push into her, but a gentle shove forward and we suddenly fit together perfectly.  Her voice catches in her throat as she feels me fill her, stretching her, going deep inside. 





Half-leaning over her I pull back, then push forward again.  I'm gentle so far, but I start to pick up the pace and see her body move forward with my thrusts.  I move my left hand down to the fleshy hood over her clitoris and rub gently, at a pace complementing my rhythmic pumping.  It takes very little time before she comes, a cry accompanying the throes of pleasure.





I'm not done, so I don't even pull out.  Instead I lift her a little.  She gets the idea and climbs on the couch.  She slowly turns over--careful so I don't slip out.  The twisting sensation in her tight little cunt thrills her again.  I'm impressed at how limber she is.  





Delicately I complete the maneuver and wind up on top of her.  We kiss and I start pumping away again.  This time I'm using something I picked up in my travels (not the Orient, but close).  I begin by slow, steady thrusts--very slow, very deep.  When she gets used to that rhythm I change it to a classic Japanese style--three thrusts long and slow, five quick and deep, three long, five quick.  Her nervous system, unused to such a surprise, overloads and she quickly comes again.  When she recovers from that I  bend my head down to take a nipple between my tongue and lips and start humping again, using a different rhythm.  She comes, pushing her tit hard against my mouth.  Underneath me I feel her hand rubbing her clit to sustain the orgasm.  





"No more," she says, almost in a whimper.





"I'm not done," I say and lick her lips.  Her tongue greedily rushes out to take mine.  I'm close to coming a second time, but not quite.  I pull out, slick from her fragrant juices.  Inserting one finger into her cunt I gather more lubrication and put it against her anus.





She's wet there too and my finger slips in quite easily.  Em's eye's open wide.  She wasn't expecting this, but my mouth is over hers and she can't protest.  I don't know if she's ever done this before, or if she would ever want to, but I need to try.





The head of my cock enters her asshole without too much resistance.  I don't want to push in any more at this point.  She's so tight here I'm almost in pain anyway--but it's a good pain.  I feel the tension build up after just a few seconds and pull my head away from Emma's.  Seeing her underneath me adds to the excitement.  My balls tighten and I clench every muscle in my body as a strong orgasm passes through me.  I pull out of this gorgeous woman's ass and shoot over her stomach.  Strings of semen reach as far as her breasts.   I'm ready to pass out and I fall on her, my cum and her juices sticking us together as we gasp for breath together.





Emma catches her breath first.  "Next time," she gasps, "ask if you want to fuck me up the ass."





Hot damn, I think, she said next time.








