This is your mind on Flash

Quick to read stories from my fevered imagination

THE DISCLAIMER: If you are under the age of consent do not read further. If you are offended by graphic depictions of erect cocks and wet cunts – stop now. If a woman sucking a man’s cock to orgasm and swallowing his cum or a man licking a woman’s clit causing one orgasm after another bothers you – cease. If married people having sex , even when they aren’t married to each other, or if they are having sex with single people or multiple single people is a problem –go elsewhere. If descriptions of women being bound and sodomized, of men being whipped and cuckolded, if pissing in someone’s mouth or having sex with your pet causes you sleepless night – stop right now. If wild tales of 14 - inch cocks and women with 44-inch FFF breasts stretches your limits of believability – proceed no further. If…

“Oh. OH. Oh. OH. Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh. Oh God that was good.”

“You came? You haven’t even read the stories yet!”
Ten Simple Facts
One, I am severely hung over. I knew that I’d drank like a fish last night because the hangover I’m experiencing, the one that had the insides of my eyelids feeling like sandpaper, is enough to make me consider stop drinking altogether.

Two, this is not my bed. My head is resting on a big soft pillow. The pillow case end, the part where you stuff the pillow into, that’s all lacey-like. The sheets are really soft and smooth. I don’t have a big soft pillow, lacey pillowcases or really smooth soft sheets.

Three, I’m naked and I’ve had sex - recently. My A.M. hard-on had that sore stretched tautness that follows lengthy if not always great sex (hopefully that memory will clarify before too long.)

Four, I’m pretty sure that the woman whose arm is draped over my chest and whose leg is inserted between mine is the one I had sex with. She’s also naked. I’m basing this on the delightful feeling of her soft breasts and hard nipples pressing into me. And that our skin seems to be stuck together at the hip.

Five, now I remember. Last night I had driven a co-worker home from an “End of the Quarter TGIF” party. She had invited me in for a cup of coffee that became instead an opened bottle of Tequila.

Six, she told me that her husband was traveling out of the country and wouldn’t return until sometime next week.

Seven, we’d commiserated with each other about loneliness and unmet desires.

Eight, oh yeah. The sex was both great and lengthy.

Nine, she’s waking. Sliding onto my chest, straddling my hips; guiding me into her.

Ten, my wife is visiting her sister; she won’t be home until Sunday evening.

Behind The Bamboo Curtain
“Mike, Mike – check out what’s behind door number one.”

I was helping my neighbor Rick install a skylight. I turned and followed the direction of his gaze over the peak of the garage roof. Less than twenty feet away, framed by the French doors of the guest bedroom was a pair of legs – beautiful legs.

Rick’s sister-in-law Gwen was visiting and I certainly had no objections to seeing her in all her glory.  The only problem was a matchstick sunshade hanging down in front of the French doors blocking the view from her mid-thigh up. Stupid curtain. 

A tiny t-shirt fluttered to the floor – damn curtain!

“Ahhhhhh. C’mon Gwen.” Rick groaned as shorts shimmied down to the floor and were kicked aside. Damn fucking curtain!

 A small lacey bra was seen suspended in mid air for a moment then surrendered to the laws of gravity. Goddamnmotherfuckingcurtain!

The body turned to the side and bent at the waist. Two glorious breasts hung down. Hands moved down the legs and a tiny ribbon of red material could be seen entangled at her knees. It was stepped out of one leg at a time.

“Sit on the bed and show me that little smoothie of yours Gwen. Sit and show it, sit and…Ohhhh damn she let her hair grow back in, damn!”

Movement caught my eye and I saw a young blonde heading towards the pool with a towel over her shoulder.

“Isn’t that Gwen there?” I pointed across the backyard as I turned back to the naked woman on the bed. She was doing something with her toes and her pussy lips were open and fully exposed.

“Yeah, it is? Hey, hey quit checking out my wife you pervert!”

I just ignored him.

Empty Bottle
I awoke with a start.

Where was she? 

I could smell her on my pillow. The bed was still warm from her being beside me. She was supposed to be here – with me.

I heard a noise and climbed slowly out of bed. My foot touched a nearly empty bottle. I thought about finishing it for a moment but left it on the floor. I’d had a bellyful already tonight as evidenced by a loud belch.

I walked on unsteady feet, my hand touching the hallway wall as much for balance as direction.

The noises, the muffled sounds were on the other side of a door. 

I pushed it slowly open.

She was there – with him.

She was sitting him.

No she was bouncing up and down on him. 

In my confusion I cried out.

I wanted her more than anything else.

He saw me standing there, and he laughed. 

He laughed at me!

She turned and looked over her shoulder at me.

She wasn’t smiling.

I backed slowly away.

I crawled into bed – angry, hurt. Maybe even a little scared.

And then she was beside me, soothing me, comforting me, caressing me.

She placed her nipple in my mouth and a warm gush of milk filled me.

In an ever-deepening calm I drifted slowly towards sleep.

She kissed me and spoke my name with love.

She was mine again.

Great Performances

“Well, I thought the special effects were good, especially in the cave fight.” I touched the back of Amy’s wrist with my knuckles and our fingers slowly entwined. 

“What’d you like best? Or who’d you like best – had to be Johnny Depp.” I mimicked a 7th grader’s voice, “He’s so cute and dreamy.”

“Well actually…no. I think he can be really funny, you know, like in “Bennie and Joon” or “Edward Scissorshands.” Amy was bumping my hip, her signal I was about to get lucky.

“I could use some scissors now.” I made cutting motions with my fingers across the spaghetti straps of Amy’s top. 

“Stop that, someone might see you.” 

She swatted my hand away and crossed her arms over her boobs. But not before her nipples said ‘hello.’ Amy was as reticent about public displays of affection as she was quite the opposite in private.

“Well if it wasn’t Johnny then who had you squirming in your seat. Someone had you all hot and...” I put a hand on Amy’s elbow and turned her toward me. “Please not Orlando.” 

“Orlando Bloom is a very good actor I’ll have you know.” 

I leaned in close. “I’ve heard he’s a gay as they come – total flamer.”

She tilted her head a bit and shook it slightly; her classic response that meant “Why do you have to be such an asshole sometimes.” 

Hours later I collapsed across Amy and rolled onto my back. “Very inspiring – two cocks up. ”

Amy smiled. “Yes, I must say, I was inspired. You can thank Orlando for tonight.” 

“What do you mean ‘Thank Orlando?’ I was thinking of the girl, Kiera Knightly, and that scene when she was all wet and her nipples popped out.”

“Her nipples - that’s not acting!”

I just laughed.

What Did You Mean by That?
“Look - it meant nothing to me.”

“Well it means something to me.”

“I’m telling you it was meaningless.”

“No, mine was meaningless. I was drunk. It happened. That’s it. Meaningless.”

“Same here. Except that I was definitely sober. It happened, I made sure of that. And now that’s it - meaningless.”

“Who was it?”

“Does it really matter?”

“Of course it matters! How can you just sit there and say that it meant nothing?”

“How can I? The exact same way you can.”

“Meaningless - huh? So you’re saying that it was just meaningless.”

“Yep. It didn’t mean a thing; as in having no significant value. Mean-ing-less.”

“Okay. What do we do now?”

“What do you mean?”

A Senior Moment
“Right like I’d forget that. Just dump it there. I’ll fold it all later.”

“Oh so now I’m incapable of folding clothes.”

“I didn’t mean that.  Michael -  I know you didn’t want to housesit. But Grammy needs someone around. She’s getting so forgetful.”

“I know, it just we haven’t had sex since we got here. I mean c’mon Rach – I know this place is small but - oh ho, what do we have here?”

“It’s a condom obviously and just why do you have one. I’m on the Pill asshole.”

“Asshole? What are you? - this isn’t mine.”

“Oh Please. Who are you fucking Michael? Is it that slut of a secretary of yours? Oh I know all about oh so efficient “Ms. Jacobs.” I nearly fell over her at your office Christmas party. She was doing some guy in one of the backrooms. So you decided to ‘evaluate her performance’ for yourself?”

“ Evaluate her performance? I have never even touched – my relationship with Sofia is strictly professional.”

“Oh so now its Sofia, is it? I guess that’s why…”

“Children please! I can’t hear my T.V. program with all this noise out here.”

“Sorry Gram. It’s just that…”

“Oh you found it. I was wondering where that got off too. The Senior Center is going to Las Vegas this weekend and a couple of the men are going to try that new French Viagra. I think it’s called ‘le weekender’ or something. 

“Well if you don’t “BYOC”, that’s “Bring-Your-Own-Condom” you might as well stay home. Not that I can get knocked up anymore! You know dear, there just aren’t any good substitutes for a warm hard cock. And given the ratio of women to men I feel much safer with this. How do you kids put it? “No glove, no love.” 

“Well good night sweetie. Thanks again, I’m just so forgetful.”

“Ohmigod. My Grammy is a swinger?”

“Forget your Grammy, what the fuck was that comment about finding Sophia in one of the backrooms? There’s a story – a pretty wild story - going around about that party. Seems that some guy got it on with two women at that party. Just what the hell do you know about what happened at that party Rachel?

“Oh oh – um, I forget?”

The next four stories were written for some ASSM thing – I forget now. It had something to do with screen shots. Consider these story facials for your monitor.

Time to decide

"Oh, babe, keep doing that - oh yeah." Tanya smiled around her boyfriend's pulsing cock as she bobbed up and down. While not the first time she'd ever sucked Brian's cock, this was going to be the first time she would let him cum in her mouth.Tanya was determined to do this right, but she found a conflict rising to the surface again. Spit or swallow?

Her friend Susan said that no self-respecting girl would swallow a guy’s cum - no matter what. Another friend, Carol, said that if you really loved the guy and he loved you then you should swallow and smile, no making a face either. Spit or swallow. Spit or swallow.

Tanya knew she loved Brian and she was pretty sure he loved her, even though he had never used those exact words in that particular way. His moans were becoming constant. She had to decide - and very soon. 

"Brian do you..."

"Ahhhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhh. Oh Tanya - you let me cum on your face. God, I love you for that."

Raccoon Eyes

"What are these for?" Tanya looked suspiciously at the swimming goggles her boyfriend Brian had given her.

"Well, remember what happened last time. These'll keep my stuff out of your eyes."

Tanya was skeptical but willing to try anything with Brian - at least once. Of course the fact that Brian had just eaten her to a huge orgasm was somewhat persuasive. She pulled the goggles into place. One splashy facial later, Tanya removed the goggles.

"Hey Brian, these worked pretty good. We should get going. We’re supposed to be at the party now. Mind if I keep them in my purse?"

Brian turned to answer and laughed. "What’s so funny Bri?"

"I think you might have had the goggles on too tight."

Tanya walked into the bathroom. "Oh no - I have raccoon eyes! How long is this going to last?"

Brian hoisted Tanya onto the counter and moved between her thighs. He stroked his semi-erect cock up and down the wet slit of her cunt. "Not sure. But don't worry Tanya, I know what we can do while we wait."

Brush with Destiny

Tanya scooted in next to Brian until her thigh was pressed tightly against his. Their friends crowded into the booth beside them. She felt Brian's hand resting in her bare thigh and felt familiar warmth fill her. Brian was her first real boyfriend and they were enjoying the exploration and discovery of each other’s bodies and preferences. Some of the things she was doing with Brian surprised her. To think that she let him cum on her face shocked even her. But that was their business and no one else really needed to know. And they certainly didn't need to know how much Tanya enjoyed it. 

"Hey Tanya, do you have a brush I could use?"

"Sure Cindy, got one in here somewhere - oh here you go."

Tanya pulled the brush out of her purse. A pair of swim goggles came with it.

"Since when did you start swimming Tanya?" Tanya gasped out an "ohmigod" and blushed crimson as she grabbed at them. Brian started to laugh and the other guys at the table soon joined him. The girls glared at Tanya.

"Well it stings if it gets in my eyes. What do you guys do?"

Fresh Pussy

I caught her from behind just as she passed the door of our bedroom. She struggled, she screamed - she even tried to scratch me, the little bitch. I pinned her down right on the corner of our bed. She wasn't about to give up and I had a hell'uva time getting my pants down without letting her get away.

Once that was accomplished - the physical act of fucking her was actually quite easy. Not that her struggles decreased in anyway - quite the opposite. God I love when they resist. I think that's why my orgasm was so intense. Afterwards, in the shower I jacked off deliriously as I relived that fuck.

That evening after dinner I was helping my wife clean up. She turned to me with a look of real concern. "What's the matter hon?" Her arms encircled me. "It's the cat, she's been walking kinda funny lately." 

"Really?" I turned my wife around and reached down into her sweats. "She seemed fine this morning. I'll keep an eye on her." My wife squirmed onto my fingers. "Bet I can catch you before you can reach the bed." She took off like a shot. God, I love a good chase. I caught her just inside the door to our bedroom

It was deja vu all over again.

The following story is a little longer that my usual flash stuff – call it trash-flash

Essence of Stroke

It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen. Evelynne, the buxom blond from accounting, was sitting on the edge of my desk with her dress hitched up around her waist. The horny twist had her panties looped down around her ankles, and her blouse completely unbuttoned. Her left hand was squeezing her breast as if her nipple might pop out like the ready –to-eat indicator on a holiday turkey. The fingers of her right hand plunged repeatedly into her sopping cunt. 

“Oh you better be ready for this you little slut.”

I approached her with my hugely erect 11 - inch cock in both hands. I stroked it slowly, pulling the foreskin back and forth across the apple-like glans. Evelynne looked at my truncheon of pleasure with a mixture of desperate need and recoiling terror. I spread her legs wide until her panties ripped apart and fluttered to the carpet. I aligned my cock with her cunt and pushed. Evelynne moaned loudly, so I pushed harder, watching the fist sized head of my cock stretch her swollen cunt lips thin. She let out a wail as the head slipped inside her.

Deeper and deeper I pushed into the molten heat of her sex until I reached bottom. I was pushing against her cervix now and this caused her to writhe about in some kind of strange St. Vitas dance of lust. We both felt her find the internal alignment at the same time so I just pushed past her cervix into her womb. I paused as yet another orgasm ripped through her. 

Then I began to fuck her, slow at first, and then faster and faster. Soon I was slamming into her so hard that her arms and legs just failed about. I was fucking the tart like a cheap rag doll. An unholy wail erupted from deep inside her as a stupendous orgasm shattered her reality. The rigidity of her body triggered my own orgasm. I pumped gallons of cum into her.

"I didn't know it could be like this. Even my husband, the only man I’ve ever been with, has never...ohmigod, I'm coming again! Ohhhhhhhh."

I had to laugh. Talk about an easy fucking cumslut. This bitch was cumming if I even thought about thrusting into her.

l stopped moving inside her, I guess she’d had as much as she could handle. There were already more than enough women in the office addicted to my cock. I really didn’t need another one. I began to slowly pull out of her. My bulbous cockhead released with a pop and I watched an impressive flow of cum pour out of her. My fuckstuff was everywhere. It would take the janitorial crew…

"Damnit Bradley, you’d better wash that off this time. I don't appreciate cleaning up your slime after you've had your jollies in there." Darkness filled the bathroom as the looming bulk of my wife blocked the light.

Looking at the two dribbles of ejaculate sliding down the shower door, I directed a stream of hot water until the glass was clean.  As I toweled dry I wondered if my wife had her own erotic fantasies. 

If the sad dullness of my sex life was any indication - probably not.

