One fuck I had when I was young, and that I will probably always regret was with a woman who lived up the street from us, a woman in her mid-thirties whose husband was a geologist and was working in Burma. 

He was coming home the following week, but her expections as to what they'd do in bed when he got home were such that she was ready to explode - sexually! 

Part Chinese, part East Indian, and part German by descent I think that Miranda was definitely the most beautifully 'bred' woman I have ever had the pleasure of meeting. 

She and her husband were also quite rich, and she dressed just like a million dollars, having been a highly paid fashion model in her younger years prior to getting married and giving birth to the three children that they had! 

I was home from college, and almost didn't go to the Charity Ball that night, but my parents had insisted, saying also that it would be good for Miranda to have someone to talk to! 

She wasn't going either, but my mother appreciated how important it was for her good friend to get out and have a little bit of fun, even though Ralph was not home from Burma yet. 

I was late arriving. Miranda had come with my parents, and my mother had even helped her to get a babysitter for the kids. The local community hall was packed, and the only place that I could find parking was some distance away up the street, in a vacant parking lot. At least, I thought, it would save for extra parking lot dings on the side of my dads new Z71 pickup truck! 

She was gorgeous that night! Her legs were as shapely as I have ever seen a woman's legs, and I thought of how a lucky bastard Ralph was for having married her! I was only nineteen, and Miranda then was thirty-four, and I thought I felt my cock arouse as I watched her out there on the dance floor with my dad! 

He was probably the only male who had danced with her so far, for she was the type of women men are almost scared to approach. Beautiful was hardly the word to describe her! 

She sat down with us, and my mother introduced us. We smiled. We had met numerous times prior to my going off to college last fall, though my dear mother had obviously forgotten the fact! 

I asked if she would like to dance and she said she'd be delighted to! I have a talent for ballroom dancing, having taken lessons (at the insistence of my mother) since my youth. 

For me, Miranda was the perfect partner, as though she melded with me with every step. It was like we had danced together forever, and even when I made mistakes she followed like the step was meant to happen that way! 

An hour passed and then another, and it seemed that we were out there together all the time! I could tell that she was getting tired, though still wanting to be out there, and so we danced more slowly, more together, and I began to feel that she was lonely, perhaps more so than anybody (including my mother) might have realized! 

I could feel her as she pressed herself against me, as though it was that she pretended it was him, the husband she'd been waiting for, who soon would come and take her in his arms! 

Her eyes were closed as though she dreamed, and felt him there against her, his smell, his sex, his sweet embrace as now he held her in their bed and shared their sex as one! 

There seemed no fear of what folks thought, her thighs wrapped tightly round my own, her crotch so ever firm as now it rubbed and felt each step! 

I'd done this with a girl from school whose boyfried could not dance, then fucked her in the handicapped washroom, a quickie as we stood and as I lifted her and leaned against the wall! So horny and so wet was her young snatch that I felt her cum as I went in! It was over in two minutes, maybe three, and though my knees were weak, my muscles sore, we danced again the moment we went back there. He hadn't even noticed we were gone! 

Miranda said that she was hot, that she needed to go outside for some fresh air!We stood out there for several minutes, then she suggested we might find a place to sit, then asked where I had parked my fathers truck? 

I said it was way up the street, too far for her to have to walk. She shook her head and said it didn't matter, and that her ears were tired of the loud music. "The further the better", she had said to me as she took my arm and held it as we walked. 

There were no suggestions of anything at all, and she seemed happy just to get out for a walk, and talk to someone that she liked. 

She told me all about Ralphs job, how much money he was making for having accepted the assignment. He was out there with the Burmese Government, way back in the jungle, working with the Army in an area where the rebels had a stronghold. They were hoping to find diamonds there, to increase prosperity for the area and those who lived there. The people in Burma, she said were very poor, and prosperity would make it difficult for the rebels to exist! 

Her tone then changed, and she told me then how difficult it had been for her, having him away for such a long period of time! She told me never to do that to a woman. It wasn't right! It wasn't natural either! The money she was saying could never make a five month seperation worth it! 

We got into the truck as we were talking, and the tone then changed again as she began to giggle at the things I said, and I realized she'd begun to snuggle up against me on the big bench seat, as though it were quite natural we should. 

I liked the way it felt just being with her, and soon my arm was round her too as I told her of a joke I'd heard at college. She surprised me as she then asked "How do you get a nun pregnant?" 

I shook my head and said I didn't know. 

She smiled, then said, "You fuck her!" and then laughed, and then I told her perhaps as bad. 

Her hand now gently rubbed my thigh as she told me of this friend of hers she knew at college, how one night she left the window open and it rained. The bed got soaking wet. Her friend had gone back home for the weekend, so she went into the other room and got into her bed instead. 

I could feel Miranda's hand, the back of it now gently brush against my penis as she rubbed my thigh, and I wondered if she realized she was up so close against my crotch. I could feel my cock extending just a little, each time it passed on by, and liking how it felt I did not tell her or try to push her hand away. 

Miranda then continued, telling me some more about her friend at college. The other girl apparently had a boyfriend in the Marines, and he decided to surprise her by coming to visit. He snuck in through the window, had taken off his clothes and gotten in the bed, and whispering the name of the girl he thought it was he slipped his cock into her, from behind,and started fucking! 

The other girl apparently had realized who it was, and really liked him, though she too had a boyfriend of her own! She had fucked him, just as hard as he fucked her, and then when he was cumming she turned her face toward him and smiled! 

I asked Miranda what he said. By now Miranda's hand was on my penis, feeling of it's strength as it extended. 

He was surprised of course! He thought it was his fault, that she'd just woken up as he was coming! He asked for her to promise not to tell! She didn't, but kept him there and fucked him the remainder of the weekend. 

I told her of the dress that I had bought one time for Christine, a girl I used to go with in grade 11. 

It was her sixteenth birthday. I wanted to buy her something special and had seen this very sexy dress in a little botique in the French and Latin quarter of town. 

I went in there, and had tried to describe the girl who I was going with, not knowing her sizes or anything like that. Finally I had realized that the woman who was showing it to me, who seemed to be amused by my predicament, was almost exactly the same in size as was Christine! I asked if it would fit her, and she told me she could try it on for me if I wanted, so that I could see? 

It had seemed the best solution, and so I agreed. The woman then locked the door of the botique and left a sign to say that she'd be back in half-an-hour. I followed her to where the fitting room was located at the back. The dress was cut so low that she needed to take off her bra, and a slit went right up the side of it so far that she took her panties off as well, explaining as she put them on the little swinging door that she should have brought a g-string in with her, and that I would need to make sure I got one if I bought the dress for my girlfriend. 

She came out, and showed me. It was the sexiest looking dress I'd ever seen on a woman, and then she asked if I would do the zipper up the back. 

I did, and then marvelled at how sexy the dress looked. Seeing my approval the woman went back in the fitting stall and closed the door, and then looking at me asked if I would like to help her 'get it off'. 

I didn't think! I just went in there, and helped her slide it off and watched as she stepped out of it. She was totally completely naked! 

Miranda looked up at me and smiled, the belt now open on my pants as her fingers pulled the zipper on my fly. 
"Did she fuck you?" 

I smiled, "Of course!" and then I asked her if she was the 'girlfriend', the one who she had told me about, who fucked her roommates friend? 

At first she quickly denied it, then admitted that it was, but she had never told another soul that it was her, and she'd find me and she'd kill me if I ever did! Her boyfriend at the time, she said, was Ralph! 

My penis stood up straight and she leaned forward, placing it inside her mouth as my hand went up beneath her dress and found her crotch, her beaver pushing out inside the panties! 

Her hand then quickly followed mine, then started slipping off the panties! 

My hand discovered wetness! My fingers found the clitoris, the crevice and the mouth! She moaned a sound of pleasure and I felt of her response, and my finger came right out of her, her mouth came off my cock, and I laid myself upon the seat and saw her as she straddled me and grabbed my horny penis and slipped it in her snatch! 

She muttered words of thanks and praise and fucked like she'd gone crazy, and I wondered if I might survive the fuck that was ahead! 

It seemed as though a race was won, each fighting for the finish, each one of us now gasping as we tried to gain our breath! The final lap it seemed was near, Miranda now was panting, and somewhere from the depths within I felt the twitch, the urgent squeeze, the milking of my penis, and leaning now across my face her breast now pushed against my face, her nipple in my mouth. 

As though it was she gave me milk I sucked as she now fucked me, and suddenly I heard her squeal as though somehow I'd hurt her! I'd never felt a woman's cunt so horny or so anxious, and as though it was in self defence I felt my shaft increase in strength and push within her further! 

The final lap was almost done, each one now seeking harder, the finish line was just ahead and wetness flowed inside her! The semen squirted in her now, one squirt and then one another, and feeling of the beavers mouth clasp tight against my shaft I felt the anxious g-spot as it squeezed and milked my cum! 

No fuck had ever been so good, and yet I felt I'd cheated, for another week was all there was that she would have to wait. 

The time was late. The ball was done! We drove down to the dancehall, and I told my folks I'd drive her home, she wasn't feeling well. 

I fucked her seven times that week, then left that morning Ralph arrived and I heard her tell my mother it was good to have me round.
