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Chapter One 

“Bye! See you Monday. Have a great weekend!” Ginny remarked to her coworkers as she picked up 
her purse and coat. Hurrying out the door, she was anxious to get started on what promised to be a 
wonderful weekend. 

To start the weekend off right, Doug had promised he would cook her a gourmet meal. Afterward, 
he hinted he had a surprise for her. “Was this the night he had planned on asking her?” she 
wondered. She hoped so. First, though, home to bathe and dress for him. 

Ginny knew he loved short cocktail dresses leaving her shoulders bare and providing a lot of deep 
cleavage. She had gone shopping earlier last week for the dress and had found just the perfect one. It 
was white with little rhinestones woven in the bustier portion of the dress, which was perfect in 
drawing his eye to her chest. What she really liked about it was how it flared out at her hips and 
swished and swayed as she walked. A pair of white thigh high stockings and white high-heel shoes 
accessorized the ensemble. 

As she drove home from work, she fantasized about what the night would bring. “Would this be the 
night?” she repeatedly thought. 

Certainly, she hadn’t planned to wear the dress for very long. Their weekends together always 
seemed to end in bed, sharing the pleasures of their bodies. Thinking about it, she decided to forego 
her panties and surprise him by going commando. Her trip to the spa on Wednesday had left her 
hairless from the neck down. Doug was going to love it. 

Pulling into her driveway, she parked the car, grabbed her purse and ran into the house. Pausing a 
moment to reflect upon what to do first, she shucked her work clothes, tossing them into the 
laundry hamper. Turning towards the mirror, she carefully removed her jewelry and returned them 
to their rightful place in the jewelry armoire. 

Walking into the bathroom, she drew her bath. Turning on the water, she waited until it flowed to 
just the right temperature before plugging the drain and adding her favorite scented bath beads. 

As the tub filled, she brushed her teeth and took care of business on the toilet. She stepped lightly 
into the hot water and carefully settled in to soak the stress of the day away. In the meantime, she 
continued fantasizing about the coming evening with the love of her life. 

*** 

When the water started to get cold, she finished bathing and washed her hair. After rinsing and 
conditioning her long silky hair, she pulled the drain plug and stepped out. Grabbing a fluffy towel 
from the bar, she carefully patted herself dry and grabbed another towel to wrap her hair while she 
got ready. 

Standing in front of the mirror, she inspected every inch of her body. She was proud of it. After 
having turned twenty-five, she felt she still had the body of a twenty-year-old, too young to buy a 
drink. Checking between her legs, she was pleased to see the spa treatment was still holding up. Not 
a speck of hair had appeared, since her treatment. She was smooth as silk and smiled at the thought 
of Doug caressing her with his tongue. 

Shifting her gaze to her legs, she was happy they were also as smooth and shiny has her pubis. Long 
and lean, she had well-defined thighs and calves from years of working out to maintain her figure. 



Even after spending such a long time in the bath, her narrow ankles and feet showed no signs of 
bloating. “Whew!” she remarked to herself. Her feet were the one area of her body that concerned 
her. While she could work on maintaining her figure with diet and exercise, she knew there was little 
she could do to ensure she could still slip into her size five shoes, she so loved. 

After checking out her girls standing proudly in anticipation of the evening, she found nothing of an 
issue there. Starting with her skin, she rubbed a generous portion of body oil, leaving her skin with a 
sheen. She couldn’t wait for Doug to inspect it. 

After applying the light touches of makeup knowing Doug liked the natural look, she picked up her 
hair dryer and began the long process of drying and styling her hair. Forty-five minutes later, she had 
it just right. 

Opening a brand new pair of stockings, the kind with the seam up the back, she sat down on the 
bed to meticulously put them on, ensuring the seam ran perfectly up the back of her legs. Moving to 
her closet, she pulled out her brand new cocktail dress and slipped it on. After adjusting her breasts 
so they properly filled out the cups, she did a bit of a twirl in front of the mirror, delighted with the 
way the flair of the skirt whipped out during her pirouette. 

After putting on the final touches of makeup on, she stood a moment in front of her jewelry 
armoire and debated what to put on for him. Taking several minutes, poking through the collection 
she had amassed, she finally decided on a sparkling white gold and diamond studded necklace 
settling just inside her cleavage. After putting on a matching pair of diamond stud earrings with a 
demure drop, she stood back from the mirror and admired the view. Smiling and humming softly to 
herself, she was just putting on her strappy four-inch high-heeled sandals when she heard the 
doorbell ring. 

With a bit of panic in her face, she glanced over at the clock. He was right on time. Seven o’clock 
straight up. Not wanting to keep him waiting, she hurried to answer the bell. After a brief review in 
the entry mirror, she took a deep breath to compose herself and opened the door. 



Chapter Two 

“My, you look scrumptious, sexy lady. Good enough to eat right here and now.” Doug remarked 
complimenting her with not only his words but also his eyes as they ran up and down the length of 
her body. 

Grinning at the compliment, Ginny thanked him and added. “Anytime big boy, you can eat me 
anytime you’re ready.” 

“Oh, you’re a feisty one tonight. I like it. So, what about right here, in the open doorway where your 
neighbors can all see” he teased her. 

Knowing he was kidding, at least, she hoped he was kidding, she pulled him into her domain, closed 
the door and kissed him full and hard, like there was no tomorrow. Several minutes later, she let him 
up for air and backed away. 

“Whew, sexy lady, the way you kiss, I may not be able to wait until later to eat you.” 

“I told you, Doug, you can eat me at any time. Why wait?” 

“Come back here my rutty bitch. Let me kiss you again,” he answered her. 

Sliding up to him, Ginny tilted her head back and accepted his mouth to hers. Probing his mouth 
with her tongue, she felt him reach behind her and with both hands, gripped her ass cheeks and pull 
her close to him. Kissing Doug was the best but it was even better when he groped her. She just 
loved it. It was never enough as far as she was concerned. Encouraging him to continue, she took a 
hand and stroked the back of his head, giving him a gentle signal to reciprocate. 

She was rewarded as he took one hand and began sliding it down between her ass cheeks before 
finally resting it between her legs. His fingers probing, he quickly discovered her lack of panties to 
move aside. Resting the outside pair of fingers on either side of her pussy lips, he massaged her 
inner lips and clit before pushing his middle fingers inside. 

Moaning, Ginny bent her head back a bit more, arching her back as she accepted him. Enjoying his 
massaging fingers, she quickly built towards a climax. Before she could reach around to his front and 
massage the firmness growing in his pants, she came with a loud growl. Her legs weakening, she 
almost fell at his feet. Fortunately, he supported her by holding her ass with his other hand against 
his body. Undaunted, he continued to massage her insides and clit throughout her orgasm. 

As her climax resolved, she peered into his eyes and with a wicked smile, slowly squatted down in 
front of him. Undoing the zipper of his pants, she pulled him free of the constraints of his slacks. 
Kissing him first, she let her lips caress his cock while she inhaled his musky scent. He was turned 
on and as a result, she was as well. Opening her mouth wide, she welcomed him and caressed his 
cock with her tongue. Drawing him in and out, she sucked him deeper and deeper. It hadn’t taken 
him long. Soon she could detect the telltale swelling building as his body prepared itself for release. 
However, before he could release his cum into her mouth, she stood up while maintaining her grip 
on his cock. 

Speaking with a deep growl into his ears, she told him. “I need you inside me. I need you inside me 
now.” 

Holding his cock, she guided him inside her, expanding her insides and filling her completely. 
Letting out a satisfying moan, Ginny welcomed him. 



She was just becoming accustomed to his cock inside her when he suddenly lifted her off the 
ground, spun her around and slammed her against her front door. Thrusting it in, it was all Ginny 
could do to relish his attentions. Securing her hands around his neck, she lifted herself up a bit, 
wrapped her legs around his hips, and crossed her feet behind him. 

As he fucked her with reckless abandon, she nuzzled her chin into his shoulders. Filling her insides, 
he quickly brought her to another climax. Banging her against her front door, she decided she didn’t 
care whether anyone on the other side could hear them or not. 

He was inside her and that’s all that mattered. 

Bearing down on him, squeezing him with her pussy, she could tell he welcomed the increased 
tension tightening around his cock. As his labored breathing quickened, she felt him swell up inside 
her, letting her know she should get ready to match his explosion. 

A moment later, she felt his hot seed fill her. His explosion sent her right over the edge. She lost all 
sense of her surroundings. All she could sense was her body pressed tightly against his, his cock 
pulsating, ejecting his cum deep inside her. 

As she bathed in their combined orgasms, she stopped breathing. She didn’t care. She knew she 
would breathe when she was ready. Her head still buried in the crook of his neck, she detected his 
scent but was still unable to inhale. The rippling effect of her climax prevented her from breathing. 
It was glorious. Gripping him tightly, her mouth silently stretched wide open, her climax continued 
to weave its effect throughout her body. 

With no thought of the passing of time, she simply felt the pleasure racing back and forth between 
the two of them. They were connected in so many ways, more than just from his cock. His thrusting 
had stopped but he continued to drive inside, powerfully pinning her to the door. She was 
completely dependent upon him and for the most part, she was supported solely by his cock. She 
loved the feeling. 

As time began to tick away, she gulped a quick breath of air as she tried to hold on to her pleasure. 
It was slowly slipping away and she was determined to hang on to it for as long as possible. Unable 
to abate its passing, Ginny finally relented, took a breath and allowed the world to return. She 
inhaled his musky scent to remind her of their recent tryst. 

Relaxing, she felt herself settle a bit, still impaled on his slowly softening cock. Leaning her head 
back, she planted her mouth on his and kissed him, hard and firm. Cradling his head with both of 
her hands, she kissed him repeatedly, thanking him for sharing their combined pleasure. 

“You’re welcome my sexy lady.” 

It took a moment for her to acknowledge the subtle signal but eventually she did. After giving him 
one final kiss, she uncrossed her legs, still wrapped around his hips and lowered them to the floor. 
He let her down easy, making sure she recovered enough to stand on her own two feet. 

“That was wonderful,” Ginny complimented him, laying the side of her head against his chest. She 
could feel his beating heart slowing down bit by bit, just as hers was. 

Sensing him touch the underside of her chin, she raised her head to him and accepted a final kiss. 

“Yes, it was good. You were awesome and no panties either. I’m impressed.” Doug complimented 
her. 

Smiling she feasted into his eyes and said. “I wanted to surprise you though I hadn’t expected you to 



find out so quickly.” 

“Oh, my sexy lusty bitch, it was perfect.” 

“I had intended to surprise you and make you happy,” she replied as she helped him back into his 
pants. “I’m glad you are.” 

“Here, let me inspect you again,” Doug said as he stepped back but continued to hold her at arm’s 
length. 

“Damn, you still look great! You have that ‘just been fucked look’ on you. The neighbors will be 
jealous.” 

“Oh, stop!” Ginny teased but secretly hoping he wouldn’t stop complimenting her. After all, she 
dressed just for him. She was very happy he noticed and appreciated her efforts. 

“Are you ready to go?” Doug asked her. 

“Let me just check my hair a moment will you? I’ll be right back,” she answered him as she hurried 
off to regain her composure. 

Stepping into the bathroom, she had to grip both sides of the vanity to support herself. 

“Wow!” she uttered to herself. “That was wonderful. I can do with more of those sessions.” 

After a brief check of her hair and makeup, she hurried back, not wanting him to wait any longer 
than necessary. 

“Are you ready?” He asked her. 

“Ready. Shall we?” 

“Absolutely,” he said as he held the door for her. 
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